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PREFACE. 



^ J twi we at loar with tht ponuer^ it «wiri owi? if 
'^ tve wen at war with the manners cf France, ji 
land of levity, // a land of guilt. J ferious mind if 
the fuui've /oil of every virtue ; and the Jingle chara^er 
that does true honour to mankind* The fouFs immor- 
tality has been the favourite theme with the ferious of 
all ages. Nor is it ftrange ; it ii u fuhjeit hyfar the 
mofi interefiing, and important, that can enter the mind 
of man. Ofhigheft moment thisfubjeS edwi^s was, and 
4thways will be. Tet this its higheft moment feems to ad" 
mit of increafe* at this day^ u fort of occa£onal im- 
portance is fuper added to the natural weight of it; if 
that opinion which is advanced in the preface- to the pre- 
ceding Night, bejufi. It is there fuppofed, that all our 
infidels, whatever fcheme, for argument's fake, and to 
keep themfelves in comtenance, they patronize, are be* 
trafd into their deplorable error, hyfome doubts of their 
immortality, at the bottom. And the more I confider 
this point, the more I am perfitaded of the truth of that 
opinion. Though the dijlruft of a futurity is a ftrange 
error ; yet it is an error into *which bad men may natu* 
i:a]ly be diftrejfed. For it is impoffible to bid defiance to 
B z final 



4 PR E^F ACE. Night VIL 

final ruift, 'without fitme refuge in imagination, fime pre^ 
fumptign of efcape. And ivhat prefumption is there f 
There are hut twoo in nature ; hut tnvo, nvithin the com^ 
pafs of human thought. And thefe arer-^Vhat either 
GOD will not, or can not punijh, Confidering the di- 
njtne attributes, the firll // too grofs to he digefted hy our 
ftrongeji ix;ijhes. And fince omnipotence // as much a 
divine attribute as holinefs, that GOD caxinot punifi, 
is as ahfurd a fuppofetion, as the former. GOD cer- 
tainly can punijh as long as nuicked men exift. In non- 
exiftence, therefore, is their only refuge j afid, confequently, 
non-exifience is their fir ongeft tvijb. And ftrong loijhes 
have a firange influence on our opinions ; they hias the 
judgment in a manner, almofi, incredible. And fince en 
diis member of their alternative, there are fome very 
finall appearances in their favour, and none at all on the 
other, thty catch at this reed, they lay hold on this chi- 
mara, tofa<ue themf elves from the Jhock and horror of an 
immediate and abfolute dejpair. 

On renewing myfiihje^, hy the light nvhich this or- 
gument, and others of like tendency, thre^u upon it, I 'was 
more inclined than ever to purfue it, as it appeared to me 
toftrike direSlly at the main roof ^all our infidelity. In 
the foUo'wtng pages it is, accordingly, purfu^d at large ; 
^ndfome arguments for immortality, nenu at leafi to me^ 
are ventur'^d on in them. There alfo the ^writer has 
made an attempt to fit the grofs ahfurdities and horrors 
^aBnihilation in a fuller and more offering wVw, than 
is (I think) to be met ^with elfe'where. 

The gentlemen, for nvhofifake this attempt <was chiefly 
made, prof efs great admiration for the fwifiiom of heathen 
antiquity : What pity *tis they are not fincere ! If they 
^erefincere, hon,v tvould it mortify them to co^ider, wth 
*what contempt, and ahhorrence, their notions <would beeve 

keen 



PREFACE. 5 

hten recei'ved iy thofe nvbom theyfo much admire ? What 
degree of contempt and abhorrence luould fall to their 
Jhare\ may he conjeSlur^d by the follotAjing matter of faSl 
(in my opinion) extremely memorable. Of all their hea- 
then nxjorthies, Socrates^ (*tis twell Ano^vnJ ivas the moft 
guarded^ difpajjionate, and compofed : Yet this great 
majler of temper luas angry ; and angry at his lajl hour ; 
and angry ivith his friend \ and angry for <what defer^^d 
acknotjolegement \ angry for a right and tender injlance 
of true friendjhip toijoards him. Is not this fn^prifing ? 
What could be the caufe T The caufe ^wasfor his honour ; 
it nvas a truly noble, tho^, perhaps, a too punSlilious, re- 
gard for immortality; For his friend ajking him, luitb 
fuch an affeSionate concern as became afriend^ *' Where 
he JhouU depojit his remains ?** It ivas refented by So- 
crates, as implying a dijhonourable fuppofaion, that he 
could be fo mean, as to have a regard for any thing, even 
in himfelf, that was not immortal. 

Thisfa3 twell confidered, tvould make our infidels 'with- 
dra^w their admiration from Socrates ; or make them en- 
deavour, by their imitation of this illufirious example, to 
Jhare his glory : And, conjequently, it nvould incline them 
to perufe the follonjuing pages ivith candour and impar^ 
tiality : Which is all I defire ; and that, for their 
fakes : For I am perfuaded, that an unprejudiced infidel 
mvft, necejfarily, receive fame advantageous imprejfions 
from them, 

July ^, 1744. 
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COKTENTS of the Setenth Nighty 

In the fixth Night aripnnents were drawn, from Nature^ 
la proof of immortality : Here, others are drawn from Man t 
From his Dijcontenlf p. S; from his PaJioHS and Fowersg 
9 ; from the gradual growth of lUafim, ibid, from his fear 
of Death, to; from the nature of flo^, ihuL and o€ Firti^ 
J I, tec. from KnvufhJge, and Lcf6e, us being the moft eflen- 
Cial properties of the foul, ^4 ; from the OrtUr of Cruuim, 
259 &c. from the nature of AmbitioA, 17, ftc* Jhartc€f 
to I Fleafure^ %u A digreffion on the grandeur of the TaJ'^ 
fimSf 22, 23. Immrtality alone renders onr prefent Hate 
intelligible^ 23. An objection from the Stoics di/belief of 
immortality anfwered^ 24. Endleft queitions unrefQlv- 
able, but on fuppofition of our immortality, 25. The na« 
tural« moft melAncholy, and pathetic complaint of a wor^ 
thy man, under the peifuafion of no futility, %6, Sec. The 
^rofs abfurdities and horrors of afmibUatioH urg'd honne on 
XoRENZo, 3X9 &c The foul's y2A importance, 36, &c. ftx>iii 
whence it arifes, 39, 40. The Difficulty of being an infi- 
del, 41, the Infamy, ibid, the Caufe, 42, and the Cbara3er, 
ibid, of an infidel fbte. What true free-thinking 13^43,44* 
'I'he necejfary punilhment of the falfe^ 45. Man's ruin 
is from himfelf, 46. An infidel accufes himfelf of guilt, and 
hypQcrify \ and that of the worft forty iHd, His obligation to 
CbriJioHs, 47. What danger he incurs by Ktrtue, ibid. Vice 
recommended to him, 484 His high pretences to Firtue, 
and Bemvoleme, exploded, ibid. The conclufion, on the na- 
ture of Faitbi 49. RcafoH, ibid', an4 Hofe, 50 { With ax 
apology for this attempt, 51. 
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HE AV*K gites the needfo!^ fcttt ncglcacd, caffl. 
What day, what homr, but knocks at human faeim^ 
To wake the foul to fenfe of future fcenes ? 
Deaths ftand, lite Mercurfs, in ev'ry wayi 
And kindly point us to our joumcy^s end, , 

Pope, who conldft make immortals ! art thou dead f f^*^ 
I ffvc thee joy : Nor wifl £ take my leave ; 
So fbon to foUow. Man but diVes in death ; 
Dives from the fun, in fairer day to rife ; 
The grave, his fubterranean road to blifs. 
Yes, infinite indulgence planned it fo; 
Thro* various parts our glorious ftory runs^ 
Time gives the preface, en/ile/s age unrolls 
The volume (ne'er unroll*d I) of human fete. 

This, earth zndfiies • already have prodaimM^ 
The world's a prophecy of worlds to come j 
And who, what God fbretels (who fpeaks in thin^tt 
Still louder than in nvorJsJ (hall dare deny ? 
If natures arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in man. 
If man deeps on, untaught by what ht/ees. 
Can he prove infidel to what he /eels ^ 
He, whofe blind thought futurity denies, 
Unconfcious bears. Belle rophon ! like thee. 
His own indictment ; he condemns himfelf ; 
Who reads his bofom, reads immortal life ; 

# Uight the Sixth. 
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8 THE COMPLAINT- MgJitVn. 

Or* tuomre, theic, inqiofing on her tota. 
Has written Abies ; man was made a lye. 
. Why di/cottum for ever haiboor'd theie? 
Incarabk confomption of our peace 1 
Refolve me, why, the cottager, and ki^. 
He, whom fea-fever*d realms obey, and he 
Who fieals his whole dominion from the wafica 
Repelling winter blafts with mud and ftraw^ 
Difquieted alike, draw iigh for £gh. 
In fate fo diftant, in compbdnt fo near? 

Is it, that things tcmftrid can't content ? 
Deep in rich paftnre will thy flocks complain i^ 
Not fo ; but to their mafter is deny'd 
To (hare their {wQttferene. Man, ill at eafe. 
In this, not bis tnvn place, this foreign field. 
Where nature fodders him with other food. 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to fuffice. 
Poor in abundance, famiih'd at a feafl. 
Sighs on for fomething more, when mofi enjoy'd. 

Is hcav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 
Not fo ; thy pafture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleats from inftinS, tho' perhaps, debauch'd 
J^y/en/e, his rea/on fleeps, nor dreams the caufe. 
The caufe how obvious, when his reafon wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeur in difguife ; 
And difcontent is immortality,. 

Shall fons of aether, fhall the blood of heaven,, 
Set up their hopes on earth, and liable here. 
With brutal acquiescence in thjs mire? 
LoRBNZo! no 1 they fhall be noWy pain'd; 
The glorious y2>r«;^«^j, diflreft, fhall figh 
On thrones ; an3 thou congratulate the figh; 
Man's mifery declares him bom fi;>r blifs ; 

His 



THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED- 9 

His anxious heart afTerts the truth I fing« 
And gives x}xt fceptic in his head the lye. 

Our headsj our hearts, o\xr pajionsy and our/«<u;«r/» 
Speak the fame language ; csdl us to the ikies : 
Unripen'd the/e in this inclement clime. 
Scarce rife above conjedure, and miftake ; 
And for this land of trifles tho/e too ftrong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human life : 
What prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm ? 
Meet objeds for our paffions heav'n ord^'d, 
Obje£ls that challenge all their fire, and leave 
No fault, but in defea : Bleft Heav'n ! avert 
A bounded ardor for unbounded blifs ! 
O for a blifs unbounded! Far beneath 
A foul immortal, is a mortal joy. 
Nor are our p<nu*rs to periih immature; 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath 
A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil, 
Tranfplanted from this fublunary bed. 
Shall flourifh fair, and put forth all their bloom* 

Reitfon progreffive, infiinB is complete ; 
Swift inftinSi leaps ; flow reafin feebly climbs. 
Brutes foon their zenith reach ; their little all 
Flows in at once ; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were man to live coeval with the fun. 
The patriarch -pupil would be learning fliU ; 
Yet, dying, leave his leflbn half unlearnt. 
Men periih in advance, as if the fun 
Should fet ere noon, in eaftem oceans drown'd; 
If fit, with diftty illuftrious to compare. 
The fun's meridian with ihe/oul of man. 
To man, why, ftepdame nature ! fo fevere ? 
Why thrown afidc thy mafter-piece h^f-wcought. 

While 
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While meaner cffotu thy iafi hand eiqoy ? 

Or, if abortively, poor laati jnuH di^ 

Nor reach, what reach he anight why die in druul^ 

Why curft with forcfight ? Wife to miicry ? 

Why of his proad prengadvc the prey ? 

Why lefs pre-emiAiwt in rank, than pain I 

His immortality alone can tell ; 

Full ample fund to balance all amifs. 

And turn the icale in iavon^r of the joft ! 

His immortality alone can iblve 
The darkeft of teniffoas^ kuinaa bopt ; 
Of all the darkefl, if at death we die. 
Hope^ eager hope, th' afiaffin of our joy» 
All prefent bleffings treadinig under foot. 
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than de/pair, 
"VTiih no pafl toils content, ftill planting new^ 
Hope turns us o'er to death alone for eafe* 
Poffiffiont why more talleleis than purfoit ? 
Why is a wifh far dearer than a crown \ 
That wi(h accompliih'd, why, the grave of blifs ? 
Becaufe, in the great future bury'd deep. 
Beyond our plans of empire, and renown. 
Lies aU that man with ardor ihould purfue ; 
And HE who made him, bent him to the right. 

Man's heart th' Almighty to ^t future fets. 
By fecret and inviolable fprings ; 
And makes his hope his fublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry mil ; 
** More, more !" the glutton cries : For fomething new 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount. 
He qvii/ defcend. He ftarves on the pqffeft- 
Hence, the world's mailer, from ambition's fpire. 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that ra^k fty why wallow'd empire's fo^ 

Supreme? 
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Sapreme ? Becaole he conlid no higher Ay^ 
His rwt wa$ amhition in defpair. 

GldiRome confulted birds; Lorenzo ! ^tt 
With more fuccefs^ the flight oi bcpe Xurvey ; 
Of reftlefs hope, for ever on the wing. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that jalcon fits. 
To ily at all that rifes in her light; 
And never ftooping* but to mount ag^ 
Next momenty ihe betrays her aim's mifiake# 
And owns her quarry lodg'd bieyond the graven 

There fhould it fail us (it muft fail us th^ce^ 
If heing fails) more mournful riddles rife> 
And 'virtue vies with hpi in oiyftery. 
Why wrtue ? Where its praife, its hteing* fled ? 
Virtue is true fdf-int^ell purfu'd : 
What true felf-intereft of f^/V^-mortal nun? 
To clofc with all that makes him h^ppy b$rt^ 
If vice (as fometimes) is our friend pn earthy 
Then vice is virtue ; 'tis o\a/9v*refgn gopd. 
Infelf-applat^i is virtue's goldeu pria&e; 
No felf-applaufe attends it on tby Ccheme ; 
Whence felf-applaufe ? From confcience of the right* 
And what is right, but means of happinefs ? 
No means of happinefs when mrtue yields; 
That bails failing, falls the building toOj 
And lays in ruin ev'ry 'virtuous joy ^ 

The rigid guardian of a bhunelefs heart. 
So long rever'di fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak ; with r^nk knight-errantries o'er-run* 
Why beats thy bofom with illuftripus dreams 
Of felf-expofure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country !— Thou rom^tic fool ! 1 
Seize, feize the plank thyfelf, and let h^r fmk : / 

S . ' Thy 
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Thy country f what to Thee ?— The Godhead^ what ? 
(I fpeak with awe !) tho' He fhould bid thee bleed > 
If, with thy blood, xhy final hope is fpilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow. 
Be deaf; preferve thy being ; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience : Know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever th' Almighty's fubfequent command. 
His firft command is^ this : — ^* Man, love thyfelf.*' ' 
In this alone, free-agents are not free. 
Exigence is the bafis, blifs the prize ; 
1£ 'virtue cofts exigence, *tis a crime; 
Bold violation of oar Izwjupreme, 
Black fuicide ; tho' nations, which confult 
Their gain, at thy expence, refound applaufc. 

Since virtue's recompence is doubtful, here. 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand. 
Why is mxafuffer^d to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man injoin'd? 
Why to be good in vain, is man hetrafd? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg*d in bis own breaff. 
By fweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whiipers nature lyes on virtue's part ? 
Or if blind inftinSl (which aflumes the name 
Of facred confeience) plays the fool in man. 
Why reafon made accomplice in the cheat I 
Why are the 'wi/eft loudeft in her praife ? 
Can man by reafirC% beam be led ailray I 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God? 
Since y'lrtue Jotnetimes ruins us on earth, * 
Or both are true; or, man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvives the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boaft fupreme, a wild abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy fpirit ; cowards are thy fcorn. 
Grant man immortal, and thy fcorn is juft. 

3 • The 
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The man immortal, rationallx brave. 

Dares rufh on death — becaufe he cannot die. 

But if man l^Ces All, when life is loft. 

He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 

A daring infidel (and fuch there are. 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 

Or pure htroical defeft of thought). 

Of all earth's madmen, mof): deferves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the rcnown*d 
For valour, virtue, fcience, all we love. 
And all we praife ; for 'worth, whofe noon-tide beam. 
Enabling us to think in higher ftyle. 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers ; 
Dream we, that lullre of the moral world 
Goes out in flench, and rottennefs the clofe ? 
Why was he wife to knvw, and warm to praift. 
And flrenuous to tranfcribe, in human life. 
The Mind Almighty? Could it be, that fate, 
Jufl when the lineaments began to fhine. 
And dawn the Deity, fhould fnatch the draught. 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The fkies alarm, \dk. angels xho might die ? 

If human fouls, why not angelic too 
Extinguilh'd ? and ^/olitary Goi>, 
O'er ghaftly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man I 
The next, lofe man for ever in the duft ? 
From dufl we difengage, or man miftakes ; 
And there, where leafl his judgment fears a flaw. 
Wi/dom and njuorth, how boldly he commends I 
Wifdom and 'worth, are facred names ; rever'd. 
Where not embrac'd ; applauded I deify'd ! 
Why not compa£iof^d too ? If fpirits die. 
Both are calamities, infli^ed both^ 

To 
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To make us but more i^etlehed : Wifikm^z efc 

Acute, for what ? To fpy more mifeiies ; 

And wortbfjo recompensed^ new-points their /(ing». 

Or man farmounts the grkre, or gain is lofs. 

And worth exalted bumbles us the more. 

Thou wilt not patronize a fcheme that maket 

Wiaknefsj and 'vice^ the refuge of mankind. 

^ Has virtiie, then, no joys ?"— Yes, joys deat-houghti 
Talk ne'er fo long^ in this imperfeft ftate» 
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 
Virtues a combat ; and ^ho fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for finall reward ? 
Who yirtne^sjel/'rewar^ (o loud refound. 
Would take degrees ange&c here below. 
And 'virtue, while they compliment, betray, *^ 

By feeble motives, and unfaithfid guards. 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her foul inspires : 
'Tis Thatj and That alone, cah countervail 
The body's treacheries, and the ^uiforid's affaults : 
On earth's poor pay our famiiht virtue dies. 
Truth inconteilable ! In fjnte of all 
A Baylb has preach'd, or a V-i—E believed. 

In man the more we dive» the more we fee 
Heav'ns iignet damping an immortal make. 
Pive to the bottom of his foul, the bafe 
SuHaining all; what find we ? Knowledge, Lo've, 
As light and heat, efiential to the fun, 
Tbefe to the foul. And nvhy, if fouls expire ? 
How little lovely here ? HowT little known ? 
.Small knvwUdge we dig up with endlefs toil ; 
And k^e unfeign'd may pUrchafe peifeft hate; 
Why ftarv'd, on earth, our angel appetites ; 
While brutal are indulged their fulfoihe fill ? 
Were then capacities ^vine conferr'd, 

Ai 
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As a mock-diadem> in feivage fport,r 

Rank infalt of our pompoos pfiv^r/y, 

WMch reaps but pain, from feeming claiitis ftrHdrf 

In future age lies.no. redtefs? And (huts 

Eternity the dodr on our complaint ? 

If foy for what ftnmge ends were mortals made ! 

The worfitxy'wali^'w, and the beft to liif^ep ; 

The man who merits moft^ Aiud moft cote^ain : 

Can we conceive a difregard in heav^n^ 

What the wotSt perfetmu, at beft mdurif 

This cannot be. To /9<i;#, and knt^^ iit man 
Is boundlefs appetile> and bottodlefs pim'r ; 
And thefe denumftrate bofimdlefs obje^s too. 
Objedls, pow'rs, appetites, heav'n fultsin All| 
Nor, nature thro', e^er violatti this fweef. 
Eternal concord, on her tonefui (Irtng. 
Is man the fole exception fitoffl her laws ? 
Eternity ftruck ^ from hmhan hop6, 
<I fpeak with truth, but veneration n>o) 
Man is a monger, the reproach of heav'n* 
A fbun, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On nature's beauteous afpe6t ; and deforms^ 
(Amazing blot !) deforms her with her kt^d^ 
If fuch is man's allotment^ what is heav'n? 
Or own the foul immortal, or blafpheme. 

Or own the foul immortal, or invert 
AU order. Go, mock-majefty ! go, man ! 
And bow to thy fuperiors of the ftallj 
Thro* cv'ryfcene of^^ftperior fat : 
They graze the tutf untilMi they drink the flreath 
Unbrcw'd, and ever full, and on-emlntter'd 
With doubts, feax8,..frilftkfs hopes^ regrets, defpairv; 
Mankind's peculiar I reajhtfs precious de>wer ! 
No foreign clime tbty rsNifslck for their lobes ; 

Nor 
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Nor brothers cite to the litigioas bar; 

Their good is good intire, unmixt» aninarr'd; 

They find a paradife in ev'ry field. 

On boughs/^^/Vi/f)f where no curies hang : 

Their ill no more than ftrikes the fenfe ; unfbetcht 

By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 

When the worft comes, it comes unfear'd ; one ftroke 

Begins, and ends, their woe : They die but oncei 

Bleil, incommunicable privilege ! for which 

Proud man, who rules the glob^ and reads the ftarsj 

Philofipber, or herot fighs in vain- 
Account for this prerogative in bmtes. 

.No day, no glimpfe of day to folve the knot. 

But what beams on it from eternity. 

O fole, and fweet iblution i That nnties 

The difficult, and foftens the fevere ; 

The doud on nature* s beauteous face difpels ; 

Reftores bright order ; cafb the brute beneath ; 

And re-inthrones us in fupremacy 

Of joy, ev*n here : Admit immortal life, T 

And virtue is knight-errantry no more ; 

Each mrtue brings in hand a golden dower. 

Far richer in reverilon : Hope exults ; 

And tho' much bitter in our cup is thrown. 

Predominates, and gives the tafte of heaven. 

O wherefore is the Dbity fo kind ? 

Aflonifhing beyond aftonifhment 1 

Heav*n our reward— for heav'n enjoy'd hehw. 
Still unfubdu'd thy ibibbom heart P'^For then 

The traitor lurks who doubts the truth I fing. 

Rea/on is guiltlefs ; iviil alone rebels. 

What, in that ftubborn heart, if I fhould find 

New, unexpe^ed witnefles againft thee ? 

Jmhition, plea/ure, and the love of gain I 

Can^ 
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Canft thoa fufped, that thefe^ which make the foul 
'VhsJUi've of earth, fliouH own her heir of heav'n ? 
Canft thou fafjpe£i what makes us dijbelieve 
Our immortality, fhould prove it fure P 

Firft, then, ambition, fummon to the bar. 
Ambition's Jhanuy txtranjagance, difguft, * 

And inextinguijhahle nature, fpeak. 
Each much depo/es ; hear them in their turn. 

Thy foul, how paflionately fond oifame ! 
How anxious, that fond paffion to conceal ! 
We bluih, deteded in defigns on praife, 
Tho' for beft deeds, and from the beft of men : 
And why ? Becaufe immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the foul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow ; 
Bids it afcend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim. 
Which (loops to court a charader from man ; 
While o'er us, in tremendous judgment fit 
Far more than man, with endle/s praife, and blame. 

Ambition's houndlefs appetite out-fpeaks 
The verdidl di\\,%Jhame, When fouls take fire 
At high prefumpticMis of their own defert. 
One age is poor applaufe ; the mighty ihout. 
The thunder by the livingykv begun. 
Late time muft echo ; worlds unborn, refound. 
We wifli our names eternally to live : 
Wild dream, which ne'er had haunted human thought. 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 
InftinS points out an int'reft in hereafter; 
But our blind reafon fees not ijohere it lies ; 
Or, feeing, gives the fubftance for the fhade. 

Fame is the fhade of immortality. 
And in itfelf a ihadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn'd ; it fhrinks to nothing in the graip* 

VoL.IIL C Confuk 



t% THE COMPLAINT. MightVIL 

Confult tk' smbitifKiB) ^tb ambjtkm's cure. 

« And is This aU ?" ciy'd CiESAH at ids height, 

Difgufled. This third proof ambition bringi 
Of immortality. The £rft in lame, 
Obferve him near, your envy will abate : 
Sham'd at the diiproportion vaft, betmneen 
The paflion, and the purchaie, he wiU figh 
At Jucb fuccefs, and bloih at his renown. 
And why ? BecaiiTe far richer prize invites 
His heart ; far more iHufttious glory caUs ; 
It calls in whifpers, yet the deafeft hear. 

And can an^bition 2k fourth proof fupply? 
It can, and ftronger than the former three ; 
Yet quite o*er-look'd by feme rtputid wife. 
Tho' difappointments in ambition /tfi«. 
And tho' fuccefs di%u^s% jtt ftill, Lorenzo ! 
In vain we ibive to pluck it from our hearts ; 
By nature planted for the nobkft ends. 
Abfurd the fam'd advice to PT&iiHtrs given. 
More praisM, than ponderM; ^cious, but ui^bund| 
Sooner that heroh/tvwd the world had qaeH'd, 
Than reajbn, his ambition. Man mufi foar. 
An obftinate adivity within. 
An infuppreffive fpring, will tofs Jum up 
In fpite of /ortum^s load. Not Idngs alone. 
Each villager lias las ambidon too ; 
No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd flave : 
Slaves build their )ivie''£aiyi(ms of flraw. 
Echo the proud AJlfriam^ in their hearts. 
And cryy—'' Behold the wonders of my might !*' 
And why ? Becaufe imrnortal as their lord; 
And fouls immortal muft for ever heave 
At fomething great ; the glitter, or the gold ; 
The pra&fe of mortals, or the praife of heaven. 

Nor 
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Nor abfolutely vain is human praiie» ' 

When haman is fapported by di<vin$. 
ril introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf; 
Pleafure 2xA pride (bad mailers !) fhare our hearts. 
As love oi pleafure is ordain*d to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race ; 
The love ciprai/e is planted to proted. 
And propagate the glories of the mind.- 
What is it, but the love ofpraije^ infpires« 
Matures, refines, embellifhes, exalts. 
Earth's happinefs ? From thau the delicate^ 
The grand, the marvellous, of cimil life. 
Want and ctwvenience^ under-woricers, lay 
The bafis, on which love of glory builds. 
Nor is thy life, O virtue! lefs in debt 
To praife, thy fecret ilimulating friend. 
Were men not proud, what merit fhould we mifs ! 
Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 
Praife is the fait that feafons right to man» 
And whets his appetite for moral good. 
Thirft of applaufe is virtue* $Jecond guard ; 
Reajbft, her firft ; but reafon wants an aid ; 
Our /r/<z;/]:/^ reafbn is a flatterer; 
Thirft of applaufe calls puhlic judgment in> 
To poife our own, to keep an even fcale. 
And give endangered virtue fairer play. 

Here zffih proof arifes, fbonger ftill : 
Why this fo nice conibuAion of our hearts? 
Thefe .delicate moralities oifenfe 5 
This conftitutional referve of aid 
To fuccour virtue, when our reafon fails j 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil. 
And oft, the mark of injuries on earth. 
When laboured to maturity (its bill 

C2 Of 
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Of difdplines, and pains, unpaid) muft die ? 
Why freightcd-rich, to dafh againft a rock ? 
Were man to perifli when moft fit to live, 
O how mif-fpent were all thefe ftratagems. 
By feill divine inwoven in our frame ! 
Where are heav'n's holinefs and mercy fled ? 
Laughs heav'n, at once, at 'virtuct and at man f 
If not, why that difcourag'd, this^ dcftroy'd ? 
Thus far ambition. What fays a^varice f 
This her chief maxim, which has long been thine :^ 
« The wife and wealthy are the fame,"— I grant it. 
To ftore up treafure, with inceflant toU, 
I'his is man's province, this his higheft praife. 
To this great end keen inftina ftings him on. 
To guide that inftind, reafon ! is thy charge ; 
'Tis thine to tell us where true treafure lies : 
But, reafon f^ing to difcharge her truft. 
Or to the deaf difcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows ; and blind indufiry, 
Gaird by the fpur, but ftranger to the courfe, 
(The courfe where flakes of more than gold are won) 
O'er-loading, with the cares of diftant age. 
The jaded fpints of the prefent hour. 
Provides for an eternity below. 

« Thoujhalt not covet,*' is a wife command ; 
But bounded to the wealth the fun furveys : 
Look farther, the command ftands quite reversM, 
And a'v'rice is a virtue moft divine. 
Is/^//>^ a refuge for our happine/s ? 
Moft fure : And is it not for reafon too ? 
Nothing thti world unriddles, but the next. 
Whence inextinguifliable thirft of gain? 
From inextinguifliable life in man : 
Man, if not meant, by ^orth, to reach the ikies. 

Had 
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Had wanted wing to fly fo far in guilt. 
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarue. 
Yet itiU their root is immortality : 
Thefe its wild growths ft) bitter, and ft) bafe, 
(Pain and reproach!) religion can reclaim. 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous lee. 
And make them iparkle in the bowl of blifs. 

See, the third <witne/s laughs at blifs remote. 
And falfely promises an Eden here : 
Truth (he fhall fpeak for once, tho' prone to lye, 
A common cheat, and Pleafun is her name. 
To pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, nomjirjl thy real friend. 

Since nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happinefs (whence hypocrites in joy ! 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of fmiles !) 
Why fhould the joy moil poignant y^^ affords. 
Bum us with bluihes, and rebuke our pride ?— 
Thofe heav'n-bom bluihes tell us man de/cends^ 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs : 
Should reafon take her infidel repofe. 
This honeil inftinS fpeaks our lineage high ; 
This inilindl calls on darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ftalls. 
Our glory covers us with noble y^izxo^. 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmanned. 
The man that bluihes, is not quite a brute. 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I clofe, 
Pleafure is good, and man for pleafure made ; 
But pleafure full of glory, as of joy ; 
Pleafure^ which neither blujhes, nor expires. 

The witneifes are heard ; the caufe is o'er ; 
Let con/cience file the fentence in her court, 

C 3 Dearer 
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Dearer than deeds that half a reahn convey ; 
Thus feal*d by truths th* aathentic record runs. 

«* Know All ; know, infidels, — anapt to know t 
'* 'Tis immortality your nature folves ; 
•' 'Tis immortality dccyphcrs man, - 
" And opens all the myft'rics of his make. 
** Without it, half his inftinSis are a riddle; 
*' Without it, all his 'virtues are a dream. 
** His very crimes atteft his dignity; 
" His fatclefs thirft ofplea/ure, gold, ?aAfami, 
** Declares him bom for bleffings infinite : 
** What lefs than infinite makes un-abfurd 
*' Pajfions, which all on earth but more inflames ? 
'' Fierce paflions, (b mif-meafur'd to this fcene» 
** Stretch'd out, like eagles wings, beyond our iiefl# 
'* Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
« For earth too large, prefage a nobler flight, 
«« And evidence our title to the^/«:" 

Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind ! 
Whoie conftitudon didlates to your pen. 
Who, cold yourfelves, think ardour comes fiiom hell ! 
Think not our pafiions from corruption ^rung, 
Tho' to corruption now they lend their wings ; 
^hat is their miftrefsy not their mother. All 
(And juftly) reafon deem divine : I fee, 
I feel a grandeur in the paffions too. 
Which fpeaks their high defcent, and glorious end % 
Which fpeaks them rays of an eternal firci 
In Paradife itfelf they burnt as ftrong. 
Ere Adam fell ; tho' wifer in their aim. 
Like the proud Eafiem, ftruck by providence. 
What tho' oxxT paffions are run mad, and ftoop 
With lowj terrcftrial appetite, to graze 

On 
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On traih, on toya^ detkron'd from higk' defire f 
Yet ftill, thro' tke»r dfTg^race, no feeble ray 
Of greatnefs flunes, snd teils us whence they fell: 
But tJlf^ (like that faPn monarch when reclaimM)^ 
When r/^« moderates the rein aright. 
Shall re-afcend, rerndftnt their former fphere> 
Where once they foar'd lUuftrious ; ere fednc'd 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to flroU on eArth» 
And fet the fubknary world on fire. 

But grant their phrenfy lafts ; their phrenfy hxh 
To difappoint one providaadal end» 
For which heav'n blew up ardor in our hearts : 
Were r^ij^ fUent^ bottndlefs/di^iMMr {peaks 
A future fcene of boundlefe 0^Ji>&i too> 
And brings glad tidings ^iftrmsl day. 
Eumal day ! 'Tis that enlightens All; 
And All, by that enlighten'd, proves it/ur§. 
Confider man as an immortal being. 

Intelligible All ; and Alt is great ; 
A cryfhdline tranfparency prevails. 

And ftrikes full loftre thro' the hiauuui fphere: 

Confider man as mortid. All is dark. 

And wretched ; reafon weeps at the furvey. 
The leam'd Lorenzo cries, " And let her weqr» 

** Weak, moilem reaibn : Antient times were wife. 

«< Authority t that venerable guide, 

^ Stands on my part ; the fam'd Athnuan porch. 

^ (And who for wifilom ^ renown'd as They ?) 

^< Deny'd this immortality to man." 

I grant it ; but affirm, they pro^d it too. 

A riddle this !--Have patience ; I'll explain. 
What noble vanities, what moral flights, . 

Glitt'ring thro' their romantic wiidom's page. 

Make us, at once, dc^ife them, and admire i 

C 4 Pable 
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Fable is flat to thefe high feafon'd Sires ; 

They leave th' extravagance of fong below. 

«• Flefh (hall noc feel ; or, feeling, fliall enjoy 

«* The dagger, or the rack ; to them, alike 

** A bed of rofes, or the burning bull." 

In men exploding all beyond the grave. 

Strange do^rine. This ! As doSritUy it was ftrange ; 

But not, as prophecy ; for fuch it prov'd. 

And, to their own amazement, was fulfilled : 

7i^ feign'd a firmnefs Chriftians need not feign. 

The Cffriftian truly triumphed in the flame ; 

The Stoic faw, in double wonder loft. 

Wonder at Them, and wonder at Himfelf, 

To find the bold adventures of his thought 

Not bold, and that he ftrove to lye in vain. 

Whence, then, thofe thoughts ? Thofe tow'ring thoughts* 
that flew 
Such monftrous heights ?— From inflin^, and from pride* 
The glorious inftinS of a deathlefs foul, 
Confus'dly confcious of her dignity, 
Suggefted truths they could not underftand. 
In lufi*z dominion, and in paJfiorC^ ftorm, - 
Trtab's fyftcm broken, fcatter*d fragments lay. 
As light in chaos, glimmering thro' the gloom : 
Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments, 
Pleas'd pride proclaim'd, what reajbn dift)eliev'd. 
Pride, like the Delphic prieftefs, with a fwell, 
Rav*d nonfenfe, deftin'd to he/uture fenfe. 
When life immortal, in full day, fliall fliinc ; 
And death* s darkjhado-ws fly the goipel fun. 
Thty fpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 
Could fpeak ; and thus the truth they queftion'd, proved. 

Can then abfurdities, as well as crimes. 
Speak man immortal? AU things fpeak him fo. 

Much 
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Much has been org'd ; and doft thou call for more ? 
Call; and with endlefs queiHons be diflreft. 
All unrefolvable, \^ earth is All. 

*' Why life, a moment ; infinite, deiire ? 
*« Our wifti. Eternity ? Our home, the Grave ? 
•< Heav'n's promife dormant lies in human hope ; 
*« Who nuijhes life ipiniortal, proves it too. 
« Why happinefs purfu'd, tho* never found } 
<* Man's thirft of happinefs declares Zf /V, 
«« (For nature never gravitates to nought) ; 
«« That thirft unquencht declares // is not Here. 
« My Lucia, Thy Clarissa, call to thought; 
«' Why cordial friendjhip riveted fo deep, 
«< As hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend, 
** If friend, and friendfhip, vanilh in an hour ? 
" Is not This torment in the maflc of joy ? 
" Why by refleSiion marr'd the joys offen/e ? \ ' 

*' Why /«/?, SLTid/uture, preying on our hearts, 
" And putting all our pre/ent joys to death ? 
** Why labours reafon ? inftin£t were as well ; 1 
«* Inftind far better ; what can chufe, can err: \ 
« O how infcdlible the tBoughtlefs brute \ 
« 'Twere well his Holine/s were half as fure. 
«* Reafon with inclination, why at war ? • 
*« Why fenfe oi guilt ? why confeience up in arms ?" 

Confcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain. 
And bofom-council to decline the blow. 
Rea/on with inclination ne'er had jarr'd. 
If nothing future paid forbearance Here : 
Thus on — Thefe, and a thoufand pleas uncalPd, 
All promifo, fome en/ure, a fecond fcene ; 
Which, were it doubtfuU would be dearer far 
Than all things elfe moft certcun ; were it/al/e. 
What truth on earth fo precious as the lye t 
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%S THE COMPLAINr. Night VII. 

7i// world it gives ns, let what wiD cnfoe ; 

This world it g^ves in that high cordial, bofi .* 

The future of the prefent is the foul : 

How this life groans, when Cever'd from the mxt / 

Poor mutilated wretch, that difbelieves ! 

By dark difbuA his being cut in two. 

In 6oth parts periflies ; life void of joy. 

Sad prelude of Eternity in pain ! 
Couldft thou perfuade me, the next life coukl hSl 

Our ardent wLQies ; how (hotdd I pour ont 

My bleeding heart in anguifh, new, as deep ! 

Oh I with what thoughu, thy ifefe, and my dej^mr, 

Abhorr'd annihilation ! blafts the foul. 

And wide extends the bounds of human woe ! 

Could I believe Lokfnzo's fyftem true. 

In this black channel would my ravings run. 

♦* Grief from tke/utstre borrow'd peace, ere while* 

•• The future vsmijkt / and the prefent pained! 

•* Strange import of unprecedented ill I 

•* Fall, how profound \ Like Lucifsr's, the M I 

«< Unequal fate ! His fall, widioat his gnik ! 

^ Fr(Mn where fond Jwpe boSt her pavilion high/ 

** The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 

«« To night I To nothing / Darker Ml than night. 

« If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worft Foe> 

*' Lor e nzo ! boaftful of the name of Friend t , 

« O for delufion ! O for error ftill ! 

«' Could vengeance fbike much ftronger than to plant 

•* A thinking being in a world like This, 

*< Not over-rich before, now beggar'd quite ; 

« More curd than at theyOi///^—- The fun goes out I 

«« The thorns fhoot up I What thorns in cv*ry thought t 

*• Why fenfe of better ? It imbitters worfe. 

** Why fenfe ? why life I If but to figh, then Bxk 
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«* To what I was ! t<wice nothing ! and much woe ! 

** Woe, from hcav'n*s bounties 1 woe from what was wont 

"To flatter moft, high intelleSiual povaWs. 

** Thought, virtue, knowUilge ! bleffings, by thy fcheme^ 

•* All. poifon'd into pains. Firft, knowledge^ once 

*' My foul's ambition, nonju her greatefl dread* 

" To knvw myfelfy true wifdom ? — No, to ihun 

'* That ihocking fcience, parent of defpair I 

** Avert thy mirror: If I fee, I die. 

'< Know my Creator ! Clinib His bleft abode 
'< By painful fpeculation, pierce the veil, 
<' Dive in His nature, read His attributes, 
" And gaze in admiration— on Tkfoe, 
" Obtruding life, with-holding happinefs \ 
« From the full rivers that furround his throne, 
*' Not letting fall one drop of joy on man ; 
" Man gafping for one drop, that he might ceafe 
« To curfe his birth, nor envy reptiles more ! 
** Ye fable clouds ! ye darkeft fhades of night ! 
** Hide Himy for ever hide Him, from my thought^ 
<< Once all my comfort ; fource, and foul of joy ! 
" Now leagued with furies, and with • Thee, againfl me. 

'< Know His atcbievements ? Study His renown ? 
*' Contemplate this amazing univerfe, 
<< Dropt from His hand, with miracles replete ! 
" For what ? 'Mid miracles of nobler name, 
« To find one miracle oimi/ety ? 
" To find the Being, which alone can inow 
'* And prai/e His works, a blemifh on His praife ? 
" Thro' nature's ample range, in thought, to ftroU, 
** And ftart at man, the fingle mourner There, 
** Breathing high hope ! chain'd down to pangs, and death? 

*'LORSNSO. 

«* Knowing 
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«* Knowing is fufPring : And fhall 'virtue (hare 

** The figh of knoivledge ? — Virtue (hares the figh. 

«* By ftraining up the fteep of excellent y 

** By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 

*' What gains (he, but the pang of feeing worth, 

" Angelic worth, foon (huffled in the dark 

•* With ev'ry vice, and fwept to brutal duil ? 

•* Merit is madnefs ; virtue is a crime ; 

'* A crime to reafon, if it cofts us pain 

** Unpaid : What pain, amidft a thoufand more, 

** To think the moft abandon^ d.y after days 

*« Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 

•* As /oft a pillow, nor make fouler clay ! 

" Duty / Religion /— — Thefe, our duty done, 
** Imply reward. Religion is miflake. 
*' Duty /—There's none, but to repel the cheat. 
•* Ye cheats ! away 1 ye daughters of my pride ! 
« Who feign yourfelves the fav'ritcs of the flues : 
** Ye tow*ring hopes ! abortive energies ! 
•* That tofs, and ftruggle, in my lying breaft, 
*« To fcale the fkies, and build prefumptions There, 
** As I were heir of an Eternity, 
** Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 
« Why travel far in queft of fure defeat ? ' 

*' As bounded as my being, be my wiih. 
«* All is inverted, ivifdom is a fool. 
** Senfe ! take the rein ; blind paffion ! drive us on ; 
** And, ignorance ! befriend us on our way ; 
" Ye ne-w, but trueft patrons of our peace ! 
** Yes ; give the pulfe full empire ; live the brute^ 
** Since, as the brute, we die. The fum of man, 
** Of Godlike man I to revel, and to rot. ' 

** But not on equal terms with other brutes : 
•* Tbeir revels a more poignant rcli(h yield, 

•'And 
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« And fafer too ; thej never poifons chufe. 

** InftinS^ than reafotty makes more wholfome meals, 

** And fends all-marring murmur far away. 

•* ^orfenfual life they beft philofophize ; 

** Their Sy xhsx/ertney xht /ages fought in vain : 

** *Tis man alone expoflulates with hcav*n ; 

** Hisy all the /cwV, and all the caufiy to mourn. 

" Shall human eyes alone difToIve in tears ? 

«' And bleed, in anguilh, none but human hearts ? 

" The wide-ftretcht realm of intelleSual woe, 

** Surpaifingy^^/^/ far, is All our Own. 

« In life fo fatally diftinguiiht, why 

'< Call in one lot, confounded, lumpt, in death f 

" Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? 
" Why thunder'd this peculiar clau/e againft us, 
*' AU-mortaly and Jll-^ivretched f^^HsiVt the fkics 
** Reafons of flate, their fubjeds may not (can. . 
** Nor humbly reafon, when xhty/orely figh ? 
** AlUmortaly and AlU^reuhed /— 'Tis too much : , 
** Unparallel'd in nature : 'Tis too much 
'* On being unrequefted at Thy hands, 
** Omnipotent ! for I fee nought but/<«t;^. 

« And why fee That ? Why thought ? To toil, and cat, 
** Then make our bed in datknefs, needs no thought. 
** What fuperfluities are reasoning fouls ! 
« Oh give Eternity ! or Thought deftroy. 
" But without thought our curfe were half unfelt ; 
'< Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart ; 
" And, thereforey 'tis beftow'd, I thank thee, Reafon ! 
** For aiding lifers too fmall calamities, 
« And giving being to the dread of death, 
** Such are thy bounties !— Was it then too much 
'* For msy to trefpafs on the brutal rights ? 
" Too much for hiav^n to make one emmet more ? 

«Too 
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*' Too much for ci^aos to permit my mafs 

«« A longer £tay with e£ences unwrought, 

•* Unfafhion'd> untormented into man ? 

** Wretched preferment to this round of pains t 

«* Wretched capacity of phrenfy, thought / 

•« Wretched capacity of dying, life i 

" Life, thought, worth, wfHom, All (O foul rcvrft !) 

«* Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

** Death, then, has chang'd his naOire too: O death ! 
^ Come to my bofom, thou beft gift of heav'n ! 
** Bed friend of man ! fince man is man no more* 
** Why in this thorny ^ildemefs (b long, 
•* Since there's no promised land* s ambrofial bower» 
•« To pay roe with its honey for my flings ? 
** If needful to the feliifii-fohemes of heaven 
« To fting JUS fore, why mockt our mifery ? 
« Why this fo fumptuous infult o'er our heads ? 
« Why this illuftrious canopy difplay'd ? 
'* Why fo magnificently lodg'd dejpair f 
*' At ftated periods, fure-returning, roll 
" Thefe glorious orbs, that mortals may compote 
** Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lofo 
*' Their miiery's full meafure ?— Smiles with flowers* 
'* And fruits, promifcuous, ever-teeming earfb$^ 
** That man may languiih in luxuriws foenes, 
*« And in an Eden mourn his withered joys ? 
*' Claim earth and ikies man's admiration, due 
" For fuch delights ! Bleft animals / too wife 
** To wonder ; and too happy to complain ! 

'< Our doom decreed demands a mournful fcene : 
*' Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemned? 
*' Why not the dragon's fubterranean den, 
^ For man to howl in ? Why not hb abode 
^* Of the fame difmal cdour with his £ue ? 

2 «« A Thebes^ 
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^ A Tbehes, a Bafylott, at vaft ezpenee 

<< Of time, toil, treafiice, ait» for owls and adders 

*^ As congruous, as, for mm* this lo&y dome* 

** Which prompts proud*thottght, and idiidJet high define ; 

^ Ify from her homMe chamber in the diiH, 
<< While proud thought fwells, and high defire inflaMeib 
" The poor worm calls us for her inmates therf ; 
" And, round us, death'^s inexorable hand 
" Draws the dark curtain cloPs ; undrawn no more. 
** Undranxiu vo more /—-Behind the clood kA iuuht 
** Once, I beheld a fun ; a fun which gilt 
<' That fable cloud, and tum'd it all to gold : 
•* How the gra<v£'s altered 1 Fadiomlefe, as hell ! 
« A r^tf/hcll to Thofe who dreamt of heav'n, 
*^ Annihilation ! How it yawns before me! 
« Next moment I may drop from thought^ fromfittfi, 
•* The privilege oi angels, and of ivorms, 
" An outcaft from exiftence ! And this ipirit, 
" This all-pervading, this all-confcious foul, 
** This particle of energy divine, . 
* Which travels nature, flies from ftar to liar, 
«* And vifits gods, and emulates their powers, 
** For ever is extingaifht. Horror ! death I 
" Death of that death I fearlefi once furvey'd !— » 
** When horror ««/i/fj;y&/ fliall defcend, 
•» And heav*n's dark ccmcave urn all human race, 
^' On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 
** How juft this vcrfe ! this monumental figh V* 

Beneath the lumber ofdemolijht nxjorUs, 
Deep in the rubbijh of the general ^wreck, 
Stvept ignominious to the common ma/s 
■ Of matter, ne*ver dignify* d ivith life. 
Here lie proud rationals \ The fens of heaven ! 

The. 
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fie lords of earth / The property ofivorms ! 
Beings rfyefterday, and no to-morrow ! . 
Who lii^d in terror, and in pangs expired! 
jSl gone to rot in chaos; or to make 
Their happy tranfit into blocks or brutes, 
Kor. longer fully their Creator 's name, 

Lorenzo ! hear> paufe, ponder, and pronounce. 
Juil is this hiHory ? H fuch is man. 
Mankind's hiflorian, tho' divine, might weep. 
And dares Lorenzo fmile I — I know thee proud; 
For once let pride befriend thee ; pride looks pale 
At fuch a (cene, and fighs for fomething more. 
Amid thy boafts, prefumptions, and difplays. 
And art thou then a fhadow ? Lefs than fhade ? 
A Nothing ? Lefs than Nothing ? To have been. 
And not to be, is lower than Unborn. 
Art thou ambitious f Why then make the worm 
Thine equal ? Runs thy tafte oi pleafure high ? 
Why patronize fure death of ev'ry joy ? 
Charm riches f Why chufe begg'ry in the grave. 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Ambition, pleafure, a'varice, perfuade thee 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth. 
They • lately prvo^d, the foul's fupreme defire. 

What art thou i^ade of? Rather, how Unmade ? 
Great nature^ s mafter-appetite dellroy'd ! 
Is endlefs life, and happinefs> defpis'd ? 
Or both wiih't, i^^r^, where neither can be found ? 
Such man's perverfe, eternal war with heav'n 1 
Dar'fl thou perfift ? And is there nought on earth. 
Bat a long train of traoiitory forms, 

* In the Sixth Night. 

Riiing, 
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Rifing, and breakings aiiUions In an hour i 
Bubbles of a fantaflic ddty, blown up 
In fpoft, and then in crudty dcftroy'd ? 
Oh ! for what crime> upmerciful {jOAbnsbo! 
Deftroys thy fcheme the wMe of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucipbji, compared to Thee : 
Oh I fpare this w/tj^e of bping half-dtviae i 
And vindicate th' cfammsf ^^ heaven, . 

Heav'n is all love ; all joy in giving joy : 
It never had created* but to hkfs : 
And (hall it, then, ftrike offth^ lift of life* 
A being bleit, or worthy yS to be ? 
Heav'n ftartsat an amihiUuing God. 

Is That, all nature ftarts at, thy defire ? 
Art fuch a clod to wifh thyfclf oil day ? 
What is that dreadful wifli ?— The dying groflUI 
Of naiure^ murder'd by the blackeil guilt. 
What deadly poifon has tiiy nature drank i 
To nature undebaucht no fhock fo gxt^^i 
Nature's /f^ wiih is eudl^s kafpinefti 
Jnmbilation is an after-thought, 
A moAiht>us wiih, unborn till virtue dies. 
And, oh ! what depth of horror lies inclos'd ! 
For non*exiftence no man ever wiiht. 
But, firft, he wiftit the Deitt dcftroy'd. 

If fo; what words are dark enough to dra^ 
Thy pidure true ? The darkeft are tqo fair. 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury's aid. 
In what infernal poflure of the foub 
All hell invited, and. all hell in joy 
At fuch a birth, a birth fo near of kin> 
Did thy iovXfati^ whdp fo black a fcheme 

Vol. III. D Of 
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Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown^ 
And Jetties heguftf reduced to dufl ? 

There's nought (thou fay'ft) but one ctenxal flux 
Of feeble eifences^ tumultuous driven 
Thro' tinu^t rough billows intof night^s vhj{9. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin. 
Is there no^rori, on which man's toffing thought 
Can reft from terror, dare his fate furvey. 
And boldly think it fimetbtHg to be bom ? 
Amid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair» 
Is there no central, all-fuftaimng ha/e. 
All-realizing, all-conneding/0w^. 
Which, as it caU'd forth all diings, can ncaU, 
And force deftruSion to refund her fpoi] ? 
Command the grave reftore her taken prey f 
Bid death's dark vale its human harvefl yield* 
And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of man. 
True to the grand depofit trufted there? 
Is there no potentate, whofe out-flretcht arm. 
When rip'ning dme caHs forth th' appointed hour» 
Pluckt from foul denjaftatioiCz famiiht maw. 
Binds prefent, paft, zxi^ future, to his throne ? 
His throncy how glorious, thus divinely grac'd^ 
By germinadng bebgs clufl'ring rouikl ! 
A garland worthy the divinity ! 
A throne, by heav'n's onmipotence infmiks^ 
Built (like 2L pharos tow'ring in the waves) 
Amidft immenfe eiFoiions of his love ! 
An ocean tsi conmumcated blifs ! ... 

An all-prolific, all-preferving Goi> i 
^bis were a God indeed.— And fuch // man. 
As here prefum'd : He rifes from his fall, 
Think'il thou Omnipotence a naked roo^ 

Bach 
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fiach bloflbm fair of De i t y dcftroy'd ? 

Nothing b dead; nay> Nothing deeps; each fool> 

That ever animated human clay. 

Now wakes ; is on the wing : And where, O wherei . 

Will the fwarm fettle ?•— When the trwnpet^s call. 

As founding brafs, coUeds us, round heav Vs throne 

Congiob'd> we baflc in everlafting day^ 

(Paternal fplendor !) and adhere for even 

Had not the foul this outlet to the iki^> 

In this vaft veiFel of the univerfe> 

How ihould we gafp, as in an empty vdid ! 

How in the pangs oJFfamiiht hope expire ! 

How bright my profpeft ihines I how gloomy, thine t 
A trembling world \ and a devouring god ! 
Earthy but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
HeavWs &oe all ftain'd with caufelefs maHacres 
Of countlefs millions, bom to feel the pang 
Of being loft, Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
This bids us ihudder at the thoughts oi lifei 
Who would be bom to fuch a phantom world> 
Where nought fubflantial but our mifery ? 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diftrefs. 
So foon to perifli, and revive no more ? 
The gct2XtTfuch a joy^ the more it pains. 
A world, fo far from great (and yet how great 
It fhines to thee 1) there's nothing real in it; 
Beingy 2L (hadow ; confcioirfne/sy a dream ? 
A dream, how dreadful ! Univerfal blank 
Before it, and l]Nehind ! Poor man, a fpark 
From non-exiflehce ftruck by wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment fure, 
'Midft upper, nether, and furrounding nighty 
Hb fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb ! 

D2 Lorenzo! 
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Lor b nzo ! dofl thxmfeil thefe arguments ? 
Or is theitt noQght bat 'uengtimci can be felt ? 
How haft thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd in^3 Him of a world like this \ 
If/uch the world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime, but canfc of mifery ? 
Retradl, blafphemer I and unriddle this. 
Of endlefs arguments ahove, belonvy 

Without us, and ivithin, the ihort reful t ■ 

** If mattes immortal, there* s a God in hewvenJ* 

But wherefore fuch redundancy ? fuch wade 
Of argument? One fets my foul at reft I 
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh !«— at heart. 
So juft the ikies, Philander's life (b pain'd. 
His heart fo pure; that, oxfueceeding fcenes 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been bofn. 

" What an eld tale is this /** Lorenzi* cries.«— ^ 
I grant this argument is old ; but truth 
No years impair ; and had not this been true. 
Thou never hadft deipis'd it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy foul ; Rxid/ahle 
As fleeting as thy joys : Be wife, nor make 
Heav'n's higheft blefling, vengeance ; O be wife ( 
Nor make a curfe of immortality. 

Say, know'ft thou what it is, or what thou art ? 
Know 'ft thou th' importance of a foul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : Worlds on worlds I 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice ten thoufand more j 
Then weigh the whole ; one foul outweighs them all ^ 
And calls th' aftoniihing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not me ; no man believe ; 
Truft not in words, but deeds^; and deeds no lefs 

Than 
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Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor His, a few; 
Confult them alli confalted, all proclaim 
Thy foul's importance : Tremble at thyfelf ; 
For whom Omnipotmce has wak'd fo long : 
Has wakM, and work'd, for ages ; from the birth 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 

In this fmall province of His vaft domain 
{kVL nature l>ow, while 1 pronounce His Name !) 
What has God done, and not for this fole 'end. 
To refcue fouls from death ? The/ouPs high price 
Is writ in all the condudl of the ikies* 
The /ouPs high price is the CrtatitnCs Key^ [ 
Unlocks its myflerie^, and naked lays { 
The genuine caufe of ev'ry deed divine : 
Thaty is the chain ofages, which maintains 
Their obvious corr'efpondence, and unites 
Moft dillant periods in one blefl defign : 
Thaty is the mighty hinge, on which have turn'd 
All revolutions, whether we regard 
The natural, ci'uii, or religious, world ; 
The former two but fervants to the third : 
To that their duty done, they both expire. 
Their ma/s new-caft, forgot their ileeds reno-ivn'd; 
And angels aft, " fFhere once they fi?one Jo fair f" 

To lift us from this abjedl, to fublime ; 
This flux, to permanent ; this dark, to day ; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to ferene ; 
This mean, to mighty '.-—for this glorious end 
Th* A L M I G H T y, rifing, his long fabbath broke i 
The world was made ; was ruin'd ; was reilor'd ; 
Laws from the Ikies were publifh'd ; were repeal'd ; 
. On earth kings, kingdoms, rofe ; kings, kingdoms, fell ; 
Fam'd fages lighted up the pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sien darted a keen glance 

D 3 Thro* 
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Thro* diHant age ; faints travelled ; martyrs bled ; 
By wonders facred nature flood controulM ; 
The living were tranflated ; dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven ; 
And» oh 1 for Ms, defcended lower ftill ; 
Guilt was hell's gloom ; aftoniih'd at his gueft. 
For one fhort moment Lucifer ador'd : 
LoRBNZo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?-«^For tifis. 
That hallowed page, fools feoff at, was infpirMt 

VOf all thefe truths thrice venerable code ! 
Deifis I perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall proftrate, ere you touch it, lefl you die^ 

Nor lefs intenfely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than thofe of lights this end to gain. 
O what a fcene is here !<— Lorenzo ! wake ! 
Rife to the thought ; exert, expand thy foul 
To take the vaft idea ; It denies 
All el/e the name of great* Two warring worlds { 
Not Europe againft J/rici warring worlds ! 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing I 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
Mgh-hov*ring o'er this little brand of fbifc I 
This fublunary ball — But flrife, for what ? 
In their own canfe conflicting ? No ; in thine. 
In mani'Sf His Jungle int'refl blows the flame ; 
His the fole flake ; his fate the trumpet founds. 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums I 
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms ! 
Force, force oppofing, till the waves run hight 
And tempeil nature's univerfal fjphere. 
Suoh oppofltes eternal, fledfafl, ftern. 
Such foes implacable, are good, and ill; 
Yet man^ vain man^ would mediate peace between them. 

Think 
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Think not this 6Sdon, ** There was ivar in heam^n^* 
From heaven's high cryftal mountain, where it hung, 
Th' Almighty's out-ibretcht arm took down his bow : 
And fhot his indignatbn at the deep : 
Re-thunder'd hell^ and darted all her fires.— 
And feems the ftake of little moment dill ? 
And flumbers mant who fingly caus'd the ftorm ? 
He fleeps.—- And art thou ibockt at n^ftmes ? 
The greateft. Thou. How dreadful to refled^ 
What ardor, care,, and counfel, x90r/«/i caufe 
In breafU divine 1 How little in their own ! 

Where-e'er I turn, how new protfs pour upon me ! 
How happily this wondrous view fupports 
My former argument ! How ^on^yftriies 
Liatwrud Ufe*s full demon&ration, kere / 
Why this exertion ? Why this Grange regard 
Froni heav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to man ?-«• 
Becaufe, in man, the glorious dreadful powei:. 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bleft, for e^er. 
Duration gives importance ; fwells the price* 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weight ; 
Or Hand, or fall; no matter which ; he's gone* 
Becaufe immortal, therefore is indulg'd 
This ftrange regard of deities to dufL 
Hence, heav'n looks down on earth with all her eyes ; 
Hence, the foul's mighty moment in her iight : 
Hence, ev'ry foul has partifans above. 
And ev'ry thought a critic in the fkies : 
Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard, / 
And ev'ry guard a pafllon for his charge : | 

Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine [ 

Has held high counfel o'er the fate of man« 

D ♦ Nor 
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Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hid. 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne. 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind: 
In various modes of emphaiis and awe. 
He fpoke his will; and trembling nature heard ; 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder and in ftorm. 
Witnefs, thou Sinai ! whofe cloud-cover'd height. 
And fhaken bafis, own'd the prefbnt Goo : 
Witnefs, ye billoivs ! whofe returning tide. 
Breaking the chain that faflen'd it in air. 
Swept Egfpu and her menaces, to hell : 
Witnefs, y^ flames ! th' AJfyrian tyrant blew . 
To fev'nfold rage, as impotent, as flrong : 
And thou, earth ! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws 
Clos'd o'er • preftmption's facrilegious fons : 
Has not each element, in turn, fubfcrib'd 
The JouPs high price, and fworn it to the wife ? 
Has not flame, ocean, aether, earthquake, flrove 
To ilrike this truth, thro' adaidantine man ? 
If not all-adamant. Lor e n 20 ! hear ; 
All is delufion ; nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold night, from reafon^s keenefl eye ; 
There's no coniiftence, meaning, plan> or end. 
In all beneath the fun, in all above, 
(As far as man can penetrate) or heaven . 
Is an immenfe, ineftimable prize ; 
Or all is Nothing, or that prize is all.^— . 
And fhall each toy be flill'a match for heaven. 
And full equivalent for groans below ? 
Who would not give a trifle to prevent 
Whajt he would give a thoufand worlds to cure ? 

• JCORAH, ipc, 

Lori:nzo! 
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Lorenzo ! thou haft feen (if thine to fee) 
All nature^ and her God (by nature's courfi^ 
And nature's coarfe controuVd) declare for me : 
The Ikies above proclaim, " immortal man !" 
And, '* man immwrtalP^ all below refbunds. . 
The world's a fyftem of theology, I • 

Read by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools d 
If boneftt learn'd ; and^^j o'er a plough- I 
Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on thee 
This hard alternative ; or, to renounce • 
Thy recifout or xhy/en/e ; or, to helie^ve ? y 
What then is unbelief P 'Tis an exploit ; 
A ftrenuous enterprize : To gain it, man 
Muft burft through ev'ry bar of common fenfc. 
Of conunon fhame, magnanimoufly wrong ; 
And what rewards the fturdy combatant ? 
His prize, repentance ; infamy^ his crown. 

But wherefore, infamy .^— For want of faiths 
Down the fteep precipice of *wrong he flides ; 
There's nothing to fupport him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at leaft 
In embryo^ ev'ry weaknefs, ev'ry guilt; 
And ftrong temptation ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed, 
"Why not his country fold, his father flain? 
'Tis virtue to purfue our good fiipreme ; 
And his fupreme, his oniy good is here. 
Ambition^ avarice, by the wife difdain'd. 
Is perfeA ivifdomy while mankind zxt fools. 
And think a turf, or tomb-ftone, covers all : 
Thefe find employment, and provide fox fenje 
A richer pafture, and a larger range ; 
KxAfenfe by right divine afcends tiie throne. 
When 'virtue* s prize and profpe6i are no more ; 

2, Virtut 
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Virtue no more we diink the will of heaven. 
Would heav'n quite heggar vtrtiie* if belov'd ? 

" Has 'Virtue charms? " — I grant her heav'nly fair; 
Bat if unportion'dy all will intWeft wed; 
Tho' that our admiration, this our choice. 
The virtues grow on immortalitj ; 
That root deftroy'd, they wither and expire. 
A Deity believ'd, will nought avail ; 
Rewards and funijbments mBike God ador'd; 
And hopes and/ears give con/cience all her power% 

As in the dying parent dies the child. 
Virtue, with immortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denies his ibul immortal, 
Whate'er his boaft, has told me, He^s a knavtm 
His duty 'tis, to love himfelf a/(9ff^; 
Nor care tho' mankind perifh, if he fmiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man (hall niohoUy die« 
Is dead already ; nought but brute funrives. 

And are there fuch ^-— Such candidates there are 
For more than death ; ibr utter lofs of being. 
Being, the bafis of the Deity ! 
Afk you the caufe ^— The caufe they will not tell: 
Nor need they : Oh the forceries oifenfe i 
They work this transformation on the foul, 
Difmount her, like die ferpent at the fall, 
Difmonnt her from her native wing (which foar'd 
£re-while ethereal heights), and throw her down. 
To lick the duft, and crawl in fuch a thought. 

Is ic in words to paint you ? O ye fall'n ! 
Fall'n from the wings oireafony and oihofel 
£red in flature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleafure, polling into pain ! 
Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfc ! 
Boafters of liberty, faA bound in chains ! 

5 Lords 
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Lords of the wide creation, and the (hame ! . 

Wort fen/elefs than th' irrationals you fcorn ! j 

More ba/e than thofe you rule ! Than thofe you pity. 

Far more undone ! O ye moft in&mous ' 

Of beings, from fuperior dignity ! 

Deepeft in woe from means of boundlefs blifs ! 

Ye curft by bleflings infinite ! Becaufe 

Moft highly favoured, moft profoundly loft ! 

Ye motiy mafs of contradiition ftrong ! 

And are you, too, convinc'd, your fouls fly oiF 

In exhalation foft, and die in air. 

From the full flood of evidence againft you ? 

In the coarfe drudgeries, and finks of fen/e. 

Your ibuls have quite worn out the make of heaven^ 

5y vice new-caft,'and creatures of your own : 

But tho* you can deform, you can't defiroy ; 
. To cur/e, not uncreate, is all your power. 

Lorenzo ! this black brotherhood renounce; 

Renounce St. E<vremonty and read St. Fad. 

Ere rapt by miracle, by reafon wing'd. 

His mounting mind made long abode in heaven* 

nis \& frutbinkingi unconfin'd to fartsy 

To fend the foul, on curious travel bent. 

Thro* all the provinces of human thought; 

To dart her flight, thro' the whole fpherc of man; 

Of this vaft uni verie to' make the tour; 

In each recefs of /pace, and time, at home ; t 

Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep ; \ 

And, like a prince of boundlefs int'refls there, 

Still moft ambitious of the moft remote ; 

To look on truth unbroken, and intire ; 
. Truth in iHitJyftem, the full orb ; where truths 

By truths enlighten'd, and fuftain'd, afford 

An arch-like, ftrpng foundation, to fuppon 

Th* in* 
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Th' incumbent weight of abfolute^ complete 
CotrviSion ; here, the more we prefs, we fland 
More firm ; who mod examine , moft belie*ve. 
Parts, like half-fentences, confound; the lohole 
Conveys the fenfe, and God is underftood; 
Who not \n fragments writes to human race : 
Read his lAjbole volume, fceptic ! then reply. 

Tbisy tbisy is tbinking free, a thought that grafps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fcene ; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs^ 
Of human fouls, one day, the deftin'd range ? 
And what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike m^ f 
Thofe numerous worlds that throng the firmament. 
And afk more fpace in heav'n, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and ftill leave room 
Por ampler orbs, for ntw creations, there. 
Q^Xifucb 2l foul contraft itfelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenfion, of no weight ? 
It can ; it does : The ^orld is fuch a point : 
And, oitbai point, \iOW fmall a part eaflaves \ 

How fmall a part — of notbing, Ihall I fay ? 
Why not ?— Fr/VWi, our fbief tresSure I how they drop ! 
Lucia, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth ; and, in an aweful voice. 
Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fing. 
How the world falls to pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What fays this tranfportation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the place where nouu they dwell. 
And fcorn this wretched fpot, they leave fo poor. 
Eternity's vaft ocean lies before thee ; 
There; there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa fails. 

Give 
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Give thy mind fea-room ; keep it wide oftartk^ 
That rock of fouls immortal i cuC thy cord ; 
Weigh anchor; fpread thy fails ; call ev'ry wind ; 
Eye thy Great Pole-ftar ; make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has douhU-natwr' d man. 
And two of death ; the loft far more feverc. 
Life afumat is nurtured by the fun ; 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams. 
Life rational fubfills on higher food. 
Triumphant in His beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that fun, and are left by tbis^ • , 

(The fate of all who die in fhibborn guilt) 
'Tis utter darkncfs; ftriftly douhle death. 
We fink by no judicial ftroke of heaven. 
But nature's courjf ; as fure as plumbets fall. 
Since God, or man, muft alter, ere they meet, 
{Since light and darkhefs blend not in one fphere) 
'Tis manifeft, Lorenzo ! ivJbo muft change. 

It then, that double death fhould prove thy bt» 
Blame not the bowels rf the Deity ; 
Man (hall be bleft, as far as msai permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, hcav'n arms 
With an iUuftrious, but uemendous, power 
To counter-ad its own moft gracious ends; 
And this, of ftrid neceffity, not choice ; 
Tbat pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no more 
But paffive engines, void of praife, or blame. 
A nature rational implies the power 
Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleafe ; 
Elfe idle reafon would have nought to do ; 
And he that would be l>arr*d capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs. 
Heav'n luills our happinefs, allocs our dooms 
Invites US ardently, but not compels i 

Heav*A 
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Heaven but perfuades, almighty man sUcrees ; 

Man is the maker of immortal fates* 

Man falls by man, if finally he falls ; 

And fall he muji, who leams from death alone. 

The dreadful fccret,*-That he lives for Ever. 

Why this to Thee ?— Thee yet, perhaps, in doulu * 
Of fecond life ? But wherefore doubtful itill ? 
Eternal life is nature's ardent wifh : 
What ardently we wifli, vttfim believe : 
Thy tardy faith declares that wifli deffaroy'd : 
What has deftroy'd it ?— Shall I tell thee what ? 
Whcny^^r V the future, 'tis no longer wiftit ; 
And, when unwiflit, vftfirii/e to di(believe. 
** Thus infidelity our guilt betrays J* 
Nor that the yJ/fdetedion! Blufh, LohenzoI 
Bluflrfor hypocrify, if not for guUt. 
Tht figure feared ?-^ An infidel, and fear ? 
Fear what ? a dream ? z fable /*— How thy dread, 
Unnuilling evidence, and therefore ftreng. 
Affords my caufe an undefign'd fupport \ 
How dijbelief 2iSaxms, what it denies I 
•* //, unanjoaresy afferts immortal life^^"^ 
Surpriiing ! infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confeffion of our fins : 
Apoflates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clafh no more; 
Nor longer a tranfparent vizor wear. 
Think'ft thou. Religion only has her mailed 
Our infidels are Satanh hypocrites. 
Pretend the worft, and, at the bottom, fail. 
When vifited hy thought ( thought ow/// intrude). 
Like him they ferve, they tremble, and believe* 
Is there hypocrify fo foul as this ? 
So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 

WhsU 
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What dettftatiotty what contempt, their due ! 
And, if unpaid, be thank*d for their efcape 
That Chriftian candor xhsyftrive hard to fcom. 
If not for that afylum, they might find 
A hell on tarth ; nor *fcape a worfe 6elo^. 

With infolence, and impotence of though^ 
Inftead of racking fancy, to re/ufe. 
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy •^^ 
Bat ihall I dare confefs the dire refult ? 
Can thy proud rea/on brook fo black a brand { 
From purer manners, to fuhlimer faith. 
Is nature's unavoidable afcent ; 
An boneft deift, where the goipel ihines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriftian ends. 
When that bleft change arrives, e'en cad afide 
This fong fuperfluous ; life immortal (hikes 
Conviflion, in a flood of light divine. 
A Chriftian dwells, like • Uriei,, in the fun; 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight ; 
And ardent hope anticipates the ikies. 
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo ! fcale the fphere ; 
*Tis eafy ! it invites thee ; it defcends 
From heav'n to wooe, and waft thea whence it came : 
Read and rt^er^ xhtf acred page ; a page 
Where triumphs immortality ; a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce ; 
Which not the conflagration fhall deftroy ; 
'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 
In nature's ruins not one letter lofl. 

In proud difdain of what e'en gods adore, 
Doft fmile ?-^Poor wretch 1 thy guardian angel weeps. 
4ngeh, and mtn^ aflent to what I fing ; 

• MiLTosr. 

Witt 
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Wits taaltt and thank me for my jnidnight dnam. 

How vicious hearts fame phrenzy to the brain I 

Parts pafh us on to pride, and pride to (hame ; 

Pert infidelity is ^tv/V's cockade. 

To grace the brazen brow that braves the ikies. 

By lofs of beings dreadfully fecure. 

Lorenzo ! \ithy dodrine wins the day. 

And drives my dreams, defeated, from the iiekl; 

If This is All, \S earth a, /naJ (cene. 

Take heed i ftand fafl ; be fure to be a Ana<ve ; 

A knave in grain I ne'er deviate to the right 9 

Should'ft thou be ^W— How infinite thy lofs t 

Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 

Bleft fcheme ! which life deprives of comfort^ death 

Of hope I and which Vice only recommends. 

If fo, where, infidels ! your bait thrown out 

To catch weak converts ? Where your lofty boafl 

Of zeal for 'virtue^ and of k've to man f 

Annihilat ion ! I confefs, in thefc. 

What can reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
Philofophers the converts of zfong f 
Yet know, its ^ title flatters j^tfxf, not j»r; 
Yours be the praife to make my tide good ; 
Mine, to blefs heav'n, and triumph in^0»r praife. 
But fince fo peftilential your difeafe, 
Tho' fovereign is the med'cine I prefcribe. 
As yet, I'll neither triumph, nor defpair : 
But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your 'wifdom'^Xo be wife : 
For why fhould fouls immortal, made for bliis. 
E'er wi(h (and wiih in vain I ) that fouls could die ? 
What ne'er can die. Oh I grant to li'pe \ and crown 
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The wiih, and aiin> and labour of the ikies ; 
lncria/e» and efiter on the joys of heaven : 
Thus ihall my title pafs z/acred feal^ 
Receive an imprimaiur from Above, 
While angels ihout— >^itr InfiiUl RecUunud! 

To cloie, Lorenzo \ fpite of all my pains, 
Stiii'fetms it ftrange, that thou (hould'ft liveyor ever T 
Is it lefs ftrange, that thou fhould'ft live at aUf 
This is a roinide ; and That no more* 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an endl 
Deny thou art : Then, doubt if thou^o/i^ he. 
A miracle with miracles indos'd. 
Is man ; And ftarts his fiiith at what \&ftrange f 
What lefs than wonders, from the njDondirful\ 
What lefs than miracles, from God, can flowf 
Admit a GOZ>-«that myflery fupreme ! 
That Cauie uncaus'd i all other wonders ceafe ; 
Nothing is marvellous for Him to do: 
Dewy Him-'^zVL is myftery be£des; 
Millions of myfteries ? Each darker far. 
Than that thy wifdom would, unwifely, fhun. 
Uweak thy Bdth, why chufe the harder iide ? 
We nothing Anow, but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellous, we cant't Mieve. 
So tveaJt our reqfift, and fo great our God> 
What moft furprifes in i^ejacred page. 
Or full as ftrange, or ftranger, mi/fi be true* y 
Faith is not req/bu's labour, but repofe. ^ 

To/aith, and virtue, why fo backward, man ? 
From hence >— The fre/ent Urongly ftrikes us all ; 
The future, faintly : Can we, then, be men T 
If men, Lorenzo ! the reverfe is right. 
Rea/on is man's peculiar: Senfe, the 'brute's* 
The pre/ent is the fcanty realm oi/en/e s 

Vol. m. E The 
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The future, reirf<m*% empire unconfin^d: 

On that expending all her godlike pdwer. 

She plans> provides, expatiates, triumphs, then ; 

There, builds her blejftngs ! There, expefts httpfai/e; 

And nothing aiks of/drfime, or of men. 

And what is rea/on ? Be (he, thus> defta'd ; 

Reafon is upright fiature in the JouL 

Oh ! be a tnan $— and ftrivc to be a g$d. 

** For what ? (thou fay'ft) To damp the joyi of life f '* 
No ; to give heart txAfulfianct to thy joys. 
That tyrant, ;^(?/^ ; mark how fhe domineers; 
She bids us quit realities, for dreams j 
Safety, and peace, for hazard, and alarm % 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the foul. 
She bids ambition quit its taken priKe, 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which // fits, 
Tho* bearing crowns, to fpring at diftant game ; 
And plunge in toils and dangers— for repofe* 
Uhope precarious, and of things, when gain'd. 
Of little moment, and as litde ftay. 
Can fweeten toils, and dangers into joys ; 
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat. 
Our leave una(k*d f Rich hope of boundlef* blifs ! 
Blifs, paft man^s pow'r to paint it ; /iV»*'s to dofe I 

This hope is eardx's moft eftimable priae: 
This is man's portion, while no more than man s 
Hope, of all paffions, moft befriends us here ; 
Paflions of prouder name befriend us lefs- 
Joy has her tears ; and trar^^ort has her death ; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' ftrong, 
Man's heart, at once, ht/pirifs, 2tnAjerenes ; 
Nor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys ; 
'Tis All, our prdent ftate c^njafefy bear, ^ 
Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind ! 

A joy 
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A joy attcmpcr'd ! a cbaftis*d delight ! 

Like the fair fununer evening, mild, and fWeet ! 

'Tis man's full cup ; his paradife belov^ I 

A bleft hereafter^ then, or hop'dj or gun'd> 
1% All ^— our *MboU of happinefs : Full proofs 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious thitne. 
And know, ye foes to fong ! (well-meaning men» 
Tho* quite forgotten * half your BiU^^ praife I) 
Important truths, in fpite oi^verfit msiy pleafe : 
Grave minds you praife ; nor can you praife too much : 
If there is weight in an Eternity, 
Let the grave liftcn ;— and be graver ftilL 

♦ The poetical parts of it* 
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NIGHT the EIGHTH. 
VI RT U E's A PO LOG Yi 

O R, 

The Man of the World Anfwcred. 

In which are Coafidered^ 

The Love of This Lifej 

The Ambition and Pleasure, with the Wit and 
Wisdom of the World. 



AND has all nature, then> efpousM my part ? 
Have I brib'd heav'n, and earth, to plead againfl 
And is thy fool immortal F^-^What remains ? [thee f 

All, All, Lorenzo ! — Make immortal, bleft. 
Unbleft immortals !-— What can fhock us more ? 
And yet Lorenzo ftill afFefls the 'ivorld; 
There, ftews his treafure ; Thence, his title draws, 
Man of the ivorU (for fuch wouldft thou be cali'd) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle ? 
Proud of reproach ? For a reproach it *was, 

£ 4 In 
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In antient days; and Christian,— -in an age. 
When men were men> and not alhamM of heaven^ 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Cafialian font. 
Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 
A purer fpirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflamed. 
Point out my path, and didbite to my fong : 
To Thee, the lAiorU how fair ! How flrongly fbikes 
Ambition ! and gay plea/ure fhx)nger ftill ! 
Thy triple bane 1 the triple bolt that lays 
Thy virtue dead ! Be theje my triple theme ; 
Nor fhall thy wit, or 'wijdomt be forgot. 

Common the theme ; not fb the fong ; if She 
My fong invokes, Urania, deigns to iinile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe. 
If fhe diflblves, the man oftartb^ at once. 
Starts from his trance, and fighs for other fcenes ; 
Scenes, where thefe fparks of night, thefe^^r/ (hall ihine 
Unnumber'd funs (for all things, as they are^ 
The bleil behold) ; and, in one glory, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's aHoniflit fight ; 
A blaze^-^the leaft Uluihious objed there^ 

Lorenzo! fince eternal \.% at hand. 
To fwallow tinu^h ambitions ; as the vail 
Lrviatbant the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high defcent, attainments high. 
If unattain'd our higbeft ? O Lorenzo ! 
What lofty thoughts, thefe elements above. 
What tow'nng hopes, what Tallies from the fun. 
What grand furveys of defliny divine. 
And pompous prefage of unfathom'd fate* 
jShpjild rpll in bpfoms, where a fpirit bums, 

3ound 
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Bound for eternity ! In bofoms read 
By Him, who foibles in archangels fees ! 
On human hearts He bends a jealous eye. 
And marks, and in heav Vs regiJler inrolls. 
The rife, and progrefs, of each option there; 
Sacred to doomfday ! That the page unfolds. 
And fpreads us to the gaze of gods and meti. 

And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This world ! and This, unrivallM by the fkics ! 
A world, where luft of plea/ure, grandeur y goldj 
Three dstmons ^hat divide its realms between them. 
With ftrokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's reftlefs heart, their fport, their flying ball ; 
Till, with the giddy circle fick, and tir'd. 
It pants for peace, and drops into defpair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo fets above 
That glorious promife angels were efteem*d 
Too mum to bring ; a promife, their Adored 
Defcended to communicate, and prefs. 
By counfel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wifdom wooes. 
And on its thorny pillow feeks repofe ; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prepar'd. 
Intoxicates, but not compofes ; fills 
The viiionary mind with gay chimseras. 
All the wild trafh of flcep, without the reft ; 
What unfeigned travel, and what dreams of joy ! 

How frail, men, things ! How momentary. Both ! 
Fantaftic chace of ihadows hunting ihades ! 
The^iiy, the hufy, equal, tho' unlike; 
Equal in wifdom, differently wife ! 
Thro' flow'ry meadows, and thro' dreary waftes, 
Pne bttftling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought. 

Betrays 
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Betrays fome fecret, tiiat throws new reproncli 
On life, and makes hha ilck of Seeing more. 
The fcenes oihus^nif$ tell as~« What are neii i* 
The fcenes oi pkafurt^** What is all befide;" 
^hertt Others we defpife ; and Here, oarfelvei; 
Amid difgufi eternal, dwells delight ? 
'Tis apfrobatiem ftnkes the ftring of joy. 

What wond'rous prize has kindled this career. 
Stuns with the din, and choaks ns with the d|i4» 
On life's gay ilage, one inch above the grave I 
The preud run up and down in quefl of tyt% ; 
t\i<tfenfualt in purfuit of fomething w<Mfe; 
The^tfvf, ofgold; the /i^>ic, of power ; 
And All, of other butterflies, as vain I 
As eddies draw things frivolous, and light* 
How is man*s heart by ^uanity drawn in ; 
On the fwift cirde of returning toys, 
Whirl'd, ftraw-like, round and round, and then uigMlph'4» 
Where gay delufion darkens to defpair ! 

« This is a beaten track *\''^$ thb a track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 
Till enough learnt the truths it would infpire* 
Shall Truth be fJenW becaufe YoWy frowns? 
Turn the world's hiftory ; what find we there, 
'BvLXfortMte*^ fports, or nature^ cruel claims. 
Or woman^s artifice, or manh revenge. 
And endlefs inhumanities on man ? 
Fame's trumpet feldom founds, but, Ijjce the kneO, . 
It brings bad (idings : How it hourly blows 
Man's miiadventures round the lift'ning worU I 
Man is the tale of narrative old timei 
Sad tale ; which high as Paradi/e begins ; 
As if, the toil of travel to delude. 
From ftage to ilage, in his eternal round, 

Tte 
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The days, his daughters, as they fpin our hours 
On fortune's wheel, where accident unthought 
Oft, in a moment, fnaps life's iirongeft thread* 
Each, in her turn, fome trs^ic ftorjr tells, 
Withy now-and*^n, a wretched farce between ; 
And fills his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive us ; 
Not one, but puts fome cheat on all mankind : 
While in xHxtir father^ s bofom, not yet eurh 
They flatter our fond hopes ; and promife much 
Of amiable ; but hold him not o'erwife. 
Who dares to truft them ; and laugh round the year 
At itill-confiding, ftill-confounded, man. 
Confiding, tho' confounded ; hoping on. 
Untaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proof. 
And ever-looking for the never-feen. 
Life to the laft, like hardened felons, lyes ; 
Nor owns itfelf a cheat, till it expires. 
Its little joys go out by One and One, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfe^l night; 
Night darker, than what, tuw, involves the pole. 

O TIIOU, who doft permit thefc ills to fall. 
For gracious ends, and would'il that man fliould mourn 1 
O THOU, whofe hands this goodly fabric fram'd. 
Who know'ft it beft, and would'il that man ihouid know I 
What is this fublunary world ? A vapour; 
A vapour all it holds ; itfelf, a vapour ; 
From the damp bed of chaos, by Thy beam 
Exhal'd, ord^n'd to fwim its deftin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and difappear. 
Earth's days are numbered, nor remote her doom ; 
As mortal, tho' lefs tranfient, than her fons ; 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternal, ifolid ; THOU, a dreany 

They 
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They doat I on What ? Immortal views apart, 

A region of oatiides ! a land of ihadows ! 

A fruitful field of fiow'ry promifes ! 

A wildemefs of joys ! perplext with doubts. 

And (harp with thorns ! a troubled oceany fpread 

With bold adventurers, their aU on board ! 

No fecond hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 

Frown foon it mufi. Of various rates they fail. 

Of enfigns various ; All alike in This, 

AU refUefs, anxious ; toft with hopes, and fears. 

In calmeft ikies ; obnoxious All to ftorm ; 

And ftormy the moft general blaft of life : 

Jll bound for happinefs ; yet few provide 

The chart oi knowledge, pointing where it lies ; 

Or virtue's helm, to (hape the courfe deiign'd : 

Jll, more or lefs, capricious fate lament. 

Now lifted by the tide, and now reforb'd. 
And farther from their wifhes than before : 
Jll, more or lefs, againft each other daih. 
To mutual hurt, by gofts of paffion driven. 
And fufPring more from folly, than from fate. 

Ocean.! Thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Death's capita], where moft lie domineers. 
With all his chofen terrors frowning round, 
(Tho* lately feaftcd high at • JlSio/t's coft) 
Wide-op*ning, and loud-roaring ftill for more ! 
Too faithful mirror ! how doft thou reflet 
The melancholy face of human life ! 
The ftrong refemblance tempts me farther ftill: 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ftruck 
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By moral truths in fiich a mirror feen. 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope, 
Vf\itrkycung, with fanguine chear, and ftreamers gay. 
We cut our cable, laanch into the world. 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar oar friend; 
All, in fome darUng enterprise embarkt : 
Bat where ia he can fithom its extent ? 
Amid a malutude of artlefs hands, 
Riun*% fore perquifite ! her lawfol prize ! 
Some fteer aright ; bat the black blaft blows hard. 
And puffs them wide of hope : With hearts of proof^ 
Fall againft wind, and tide,y&«r^ win their way ; 
And when ftrong effort has deferv'd the port. 
And tugg'd it into view, 'tis won ! 'tis loft ! 
Tho* ftrong their oar, ftill ftrongcr is their fate : 
They (hike; and while they triumph they expire, 
la ftrefs of weather, moft ; fome (ink outright ; 
O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows cloTe ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bonu 
Otber* a (hort memorial leave behind. 
Like a flag floating, when the bark's ingulph'd ; 
It floats a moment, and is feen no more : 
One C ASAK lives ; a thoafand are forgot. 
How few, beneath aufpicious planets born, 
{Darlings of Providence ! fond fate's elcfk !) 
With fwelling fails make good the promis'd port. 
With all their wiflies freighted I Yet ev'n Thefe, 
Freighted with all their wiihes, foon complain ; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free. 
They ftill are men ; and when is man fecure ? 
As fatal tinut 9Aftorm ! the ru& of years 
Beats down their ftrength ; their numberlefs efcapes 
Ja ruin end : And, now, their prottd fuccefs 

But 
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But plants pew terrors on the vigor's brow : 
What pain to quit the world, jnft made their omi^ 
Hieir neft fo deeply down'd, and built fo high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ftar9» 

Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man), and fortune at our nod. 
The gay I rich ! great ! triun^hant ! and aagnft ! 
What are they ?— The at^ happy (ftraage to fay !) 
Convince me moft of human mifery ; 
What are they ? SmiKng' wretches of u^-nwrronju / 
More wretched, tifen, than e'er their fiave caa be ; 
Thi^ir treach'roos blefiings, at the day of need. 
Like other faithlefs friends, unroaik, and fting : 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth ! 
What aggravated impotence in power I 
High titles, then, what infult of their pain ! 
If that fole anchor, equal to the waves. 
Immortal hope! djtiit^ not the rude florm. 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage. 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is This 2Ljketch of what thy foul admires ? 
«« But here (thou fay'ft) the miferics of life 
" Are huddled in a group. A more diHindt 
*' Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.** 
Look on life's ftages : They fpeak plainer ftill ; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou figh. 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The beil that can befal the beft on earth ; 
The boy has virtue by his motber*& fide : 
Yes, on F Lo R E llo look : Afatker*s heart 
Is tender, tho' the mau^B is made of ilone ; 
The truth, thro' fuch a medium feen, may make 
Impreffion deep, and fbndnefs prove thy friend. 

F LOR E L Lo lately caft on this rude coaft 

A helplefs 
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A helplefs infant ; now a heedlefs child; 

To poor Clarissa's throes, thy care fucceeds ; 

Care full of love, and yet feverc as hate ! 

O'er thy foul's joy how oft thy fbndneis frowns ! 

Needful aufterities his will reftrain ; 

As thorns fence in die tender plant from harm. 

As yet, his re^^ cannot go alone ; 

But aiks a flemer niiHe to lead it on« 

His little heart is often terrify'd ; 

The blufh of morning, in his cheek, tarns pale ; 

Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his: eye ; 

His harmlefs eye ! and drowns an angel there% 

Ah ! what avails his innocence ? The tafk 

Injoin'd muft difcipline his early powers ; 

He learns to figh, ere he is known to fin ^ 

Guiltleis, and fad ! A wretch before the fall ( 

How cruel thb ! More cruel to forbear. 

Our nature foch, with neceffary pains. 

We purchafe pro(peds e( freearUus peace : 

Tho' not 2ifathery This might fteal a figh. 

Suppofe him £fcipltn'd aright (if not, 
'Twill fink our poor account to poorer ftill) ; 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty. 
He leaps inclofure, bounds into the world I 
The world is taken, after ten years toil. 
Like antient Troy ; and all its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world^s a tutor more fevere % 
Its lefTons hard, and ill deferve his pains ; 
Unteaching AH his virtuous nature taught. 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates !) infpir'd* 
For who receives him into public life ? 
.^en tftbe ivorliifthe terrse- filial breed, 
Welcome t^e modeft flranger to their (phere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at difbnce, in his £ght) 

z And, 
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Andy in their hofpitable arms, inclofe : 

Men, who think nought fo ilrong of the romance* 

So rank knight-errant, as a real friend : 

I Men, that a6l up to rea/on^s golden rule. 
All weaknefs oi affeSiou quite fubdu'd : 
Men, that would blufh at being thought fincere^ 
And feign, for glory, the/^ faults they want ; 
That love a lye, where truth would pay as well ; 
As if to Them, 'vice fhone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canil thou bear a (hocking fight \ 
Such, for Flore LLo's fake, 'tv9ill now appear 1 
See, the fteei'd files of feafon'd veterans, 
Train'd to the world, in burniiljft faUhood bright ; 
Deep in the fatal flratagems of peace ; 
All foft fenfation, in the throng, rubb'd off; 
All their keen purpofe, in politenefs, iheath'd ; 
His friends eternal— during intereft ; 
His foes implacable — when worth their while ; 
At war with ev'ry welfare, but their own ; 
As wife as Lucifer ; and half as good; 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain- 
Naked, thro' Thefe (fo common fate ordains}. 
Naked of heart, his cruel courfe h^ runs> 
Stung out of All, mod amiable in life. 
Prompt truth, and open thought, and fmiles unfeign'd ; 
Affediion, as his ipecies, wide diffus'd ; 
Noble prefumptions to mankind's renown ^ 
Ingenuous tru(l, and confidence of love. 

Theie claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will coft him many a figh ; till time, and pains. 
From the flow miftrefs of this fchool. Experience, 
And her aflifbint, paufing, pale, Diftrufi^ 
Purchafe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth 
Thro* fcrpcntine obliquities of life, 

2 And 
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And the dark labyrintli of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the due fhall come fo cheap : 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilty 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
If lefs than heav'nly virtue is our guard* 
Thus, a ihrange kind of curU neceflity 
Brings down the flerling temper of his foul. 
By bafe alloy, to bear the current ffaunp. 
Below called wifdom; finks him into fafety; 
And brands him into credit with the ocwrA/; 
Where fpecious titles dignify difgrace, \ 

And nature's injuries are arts of life; \ 

Where brighter reafon prompts to bolder crimes ; j 
And heav'nly talents make infernal hearts ; / 

That unfurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor M A c H I A V I L ! who laboured hard his plan. 
Forgot, that genius need not go to fchool ; 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wife. 
His plan had pra6tis*d, long before 'twas writ. 
The world's all title-page ; there's no contents ; 
The world's sH/ace ; the man who ihews his Hftart, I 
Is whooted for his nudities, and fcorn'd. < 

A man I knew, who liv'd upon a fmile ; 
And well it fed him; he look'd plump and fair; 
While rankeft venom foam'd thro' every vein, 
LoR E Nzo I what I tell thee, take not ill ! 
Living, he fawn'd on ev^ry/ool alive ; 
' And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 
To fuch proficients thou art half a faint. 
In foreign realms (for thou hail traveU'd far) 
How curious to contemplate two ilate-rooks. 
Studious their nefts to feather in a trice. 
With all the necromantia of their art. 
Playing the game of faces on each other. 

Vol. in. F Making 
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Making coart fweet-meiits of their latent gall. 
In fooliih hope, to fteal each other's traft; 
Both cheating, bodi exulting, both deceived; 
And, fometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their parts we doubt not ; but be That tlieir fiiante ; 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind. 
Stoop to mean wiles, that would difgrace a fool ; 
And lofe the thanks of thofe few friends diey fenrc f 
For who can thank the man, he cannot fee f 

Why fo mudi cover ? It defeats itfelf. 
Ye, that know all things ! know ye not, mens hearts 
Arc therefore known, hecaufe they are conceal'd ? 
For why conceal'd ? — ^The caufe thejr need not tell. 
I give him joy, diat's aukward at a lye ; 
Whofe feeble nature truth keeps ftill in awe ; 
His incapacity is his renown. 
'Tis great, 'tis manly, to difd^n difguife ; 
It Ihews oi^r fpirit, or it proves our ftrength. 
Thou fay'ft, 'Tis needful: Is it therefore rights 
Howe'er, I grant it fome fmall fign of grace. 
To drain at an excufe : And wonldil thou then 
Efcape that cruel need? Thou may 'ft, with eafe; 
Think no poll needful that demands a knave. 
When late our civil helm was fhifting hands. 
So P thought : Think better, if you can. 

But this, how rare ! the pablic path of life 
Js dirty : — Yet, allow that dirt its due. 
It makes the noble mind more noble fHll : 
The world's no neuter; it will wound, or fave; 
Or virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
Tou fay. The World, well- known, will make a man i 
The world, well-known, will give our hearts to heaven. 
Or make us d4emons, Ibng befoit we die. 

To 
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To (hew how ^ir the woiid, thj suftreTs, ihinesj 
Take either part> fure ills attend the choice ; 
Siire> the' not equal, detriment enfues. 
Not v/>/«^'s-felf is deify'd on earth; 
Virtue has her relapfes, confU^s^ foes ; 
Foes, that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains* 
Trae friends to virtue, Zct/f, and leafi, complain ; 
But \£ they iigh,can ctiterf hope to fmile? 
If 'wifdmn has her miferies to mourn. 
How can poor folly lead a happy life ? 
And if both fuffer, what has earth to boaftj 
Where he moft happy, who the kafi laments \ 
Where muchj much patience, the mod envy'd ftate. 
And fome forgivencfs, needs, the befl of friends ? 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither fhall he £nd the (hadow here. 

The world's ftvom advocate, withpat a fee, 
Lo& E Nzo fmartiy, witk a imile, replies ; 
** Thus far thy fong is right; and All muil own, 
** Virtue has her peculiar fet 4f p4um<^^ 
** And joys peculiar who to <vice denies ? 
*' If vice it is, with nature to comply ; 
** If pride, and fen/e, are fo predominant, 
'* To checi, not overcome, them, makes a faint* 
'* Can nature in a |4ainer voice proclaim 
*' Plea/urf, ajod^lofy, Uie chief good of man ?" 

Can pride, aiid fenfuaUty, rejoice i 
From purity of thought, all//Pi^r^iprings; 
And, from an humUe fpirit, all omx peace, 
Ambiti&tty pleafure ! let us talk of Thefe : 
Of Thefe, tlK Porch, and Academy, talk'd ; 
Of Thefe, each following age had much to iay ; 
Yet, unexhaufted, fUU, the needful theme* 

F ^ Wh<> 
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Who talks of thtfe^ to mankind all at once 
He talks; for where the faint from either free ? 
Are Thefe thy refuge?— -No: thefe ralh upon thee; 
Thy vitals feize^ and a/v/rimf-like, devour; 
I'll try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock» 
Prometheus! from this barren ball of earth; 
If rtafon can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, firfl^ thy Caucafusy ambition, calls; 
Momitain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted thro* miftake ! 
'Tis not ambition charms thee; 'tis a cheat 
Will make thee ftart, as H^^'^ at his Mmt. 
Doft grafp at greatnefs ? Firft, know what it is : 
Think'ftthou thy greatnefs in diftinBion lies? 
Not in the feather, wave it e*er fo high. 
By fortune ftuck, to mark us from the throng* 
Is glory lodg'd: *Tis lodg'd in thereverfe; 
In that which joins, in that which equals* All* 
The monarch and his ilave^— <' A deathlefs fod^ 
<< Unbounded profped, and immortal kin, 
; <« A Father God, and brothers in the fkies ;'* 
Elder, indeed, in time; but lefs remote 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; 
Why greater what can fall, than what can rife ? 

If ilill delirious, now, Lou b kzo ! go ; 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the nwrld. 
Throw (com around thee; caft it on thy flaves; 
Thy flaves, and equals : How fcom caft on Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! If man is mean, as man* 
Art thou a god? If fortune makes him fa. 
Beware the confequence : A maxim That, 
Which draws a monftrous pidure of mankind* 
Where, in the drapery, the man is loft; 
Bxtcmals flatt'ring, and the foul forgot. 

Thy 
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Thy greateft glory, when difpos'd to boaft, ^^- 

Boaft thai aloud, in which thy fervants fharc. 

Wc wifely ftrip the fteed we mean to buy: 
Judge we, in their caparifons, of men? 
It nought avails thee, ivherif but nuhaty thou art; 
All the diftindions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 
When, thro* death's ftreights, earth*s fubtle ferpents creep. 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown. 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree. 
They leave their party-colour'd robe behind. 
An that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Of fortune's fucus ftrjp them, yet alive ; 
Strip them of body, too ; nay, clofer itill. 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impoie their name. 
Pronounce them Weak, or Worthy; Great, or Mean. 
How mean that fnuiF of glory fortune lights. 
And death puts out ! Doft thou demand a tefl, 
A teft, at once, infallible, and fhort. 
Of real Greatncfs ? That man Greatly lives. 
Whatever his fate, or fame, who Greatly dies; 
High-flu(h'd with hope, where heroes ihall defpair. 
If this 2L true criterion, many courts, 
Illuibious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th' Almighty, from his throne, on earth furveys 
Nought Greater, than an honell. Humble Heart; 
An Humble Heart, His refidence ! pronounc'd 
His fecond feat; and rival to the ikies. 
The private path, the fecret a£ls of men. 
If noble, far the nobleft of our lives ! 
How far above I40REnzo's glory fits 
Th' illuilrious mailer of a name unknown ; 

F 3 VVhofe 
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Whofe worth unrivallM, and tmwkneTs'dt lores 
Life's facred (hades, where gods converfe with men | 
And feaci, beyond the world's conceptions, fmiles ! 
As thou (now dark)^ before we part, ihalt fee. 

But thy Great Soul xhhfiulking glory fcorns. 
Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo's feen; 
And, when he fhrugs at public bns'neis, lyes. 
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice. 
As if he liv'd on others' breath* he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pedeflal; 
Mankind the gazers, the fole figure. He. 
Knows he, that mankind praife againft their will. 
And mix as much detradlion as they can? 
Knows he, that faithlefsy2i«^ her whifper has. 
As well as trumpet ? That his vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing Jll? 
Knows this all, knower, that from itch of praife. 
Or, from an itch more fordid, when he ihines. 
Taking his country by five hundred ears. 
Senates at once admire him, and defpife. 
With modefl laughter lining loud applaufe. 
Which makes the fmile more mortal to his fame I 
His famey which (like the mighty Caesar), crown'd 
With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls. 
By feemifig friends, that honour, and deftroy. 
We rife in glory, as we fink in pride : 
Where boafting ends, there dignity begins ; 
And yet, miftaken beyond all miftake. 
The blind Lorenzo's proud*^of being proud; 
And dreams himfelf afcending in his fall. 

An eminence, tho' fancy'd, turns the brain : 
All vice wants hellebore % but of all vice, 
Fride loudeft calls, and for the largeft bowl ; 
^ecaufe, unlike all other vice, it flies. 

In 
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ln/a£f, the pointj in /am(y moft purfu'd. 
Who court applaufe, oblige the world in i^ist 
They gratify man's paflion to re/uje. 
Superior honour, when qfium*d, is Ijo/t; 
Ev'n good men turn banditti^ and rejoice. 
Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud, 

Tho* fomewhat difconcerted, fteady llill 
To the luorldh caafe, with half a face of joy. 
Lor ENZO cries— '^ Be, then, ambit iou cad: ; 
*^ Ambition's dearer far fbinds unimpeach'd, 
•* Gay plea/ure I proud ambition is her flave ; 
** For Her, he foars at greats and hazards ///; 
*' For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 
" And paves his way, with crowns, to reach Her fniile : 
« Who can refill her charms V^-^Or^JboM? Lorenzo I 
What mortal fhall refill, where angels yield? 
Fka/ure*s the miftrefs of ethereal powers ; 
For her contend the rival gods above ; 
FUafure'% the miilrefs of the world bel6w; 
And well it was for man, that plea/ure charms ; 
How would All (lagnate, but for plea/ure' s ray ! 
How would the frozen flream of adion ceafe ! 
What is the pulfe of this fo bufy world ? 
The love of plea/ure: That, thro' ev'ry vein, ' * 
Throws motion, warmth; and ihuts out death from life.. 

Tho' various are the tempers of mankind, 
Plea/ure's gay family hold All in chains : 
Some moil aiFe6l the black ; and fome, the fair ; 
Some honefl plea/ure court ; and fome, obfcene. 
Pleafures oh/cene are various, as the throng 
Of paflions, that can err in human hearts 3 
Miflake their objeds, or tranfgrefs their bounds. 
Think you there's but one whoredom ? Whoredom, All, 
But when our rea/on licenfes delight. 

F 4 Doft 
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Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou (halt doubt no more. 

Thy father dudes thy gallantries ; yet hugs 

An ugly« common hariot, in the dark ; 

A rank adulterer with others golii/ 

And that hag> 'Uingtanee, in a comer, charms. 

Hatred her brothel has, as well askvi. 

Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 

Whatever the motive, pUafure is the mark : 

For Her, the black afiaffin draws his fword ; 

For Her, dark ftatefmen trim their midnight lamp. 

To which no Jingle facrifice may fall; 

For Her, the faint abftams ; themifer ftarves ; 

The ^toic proud, for pUafure^ pleafure fcorn'd; 

For Her, affiiSM% daughters grief indulge. 

And find, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 

For Her, guilt, fhame, toil; danger, we defy r 

And, with an aim nfoluptwus, ruih on death. 

Thus univerfal her demotic power I 

And as her empire wide, her praife is juft. 
Patron of pleafure ! doater on delight \ 
I am thy rival ; pleafure I profefs ; 
Pleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong. 
fleafure is nought but virtue^s gayer name ; 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low; 
Virtue the root, and pleafure is the flower; 
And honeft Epicurus' foes were fools. 

But this founds harih, and gives the ivi/e offence j 
If o'erftrain'd wifdom ftill retains the name^ 
How knits aufierUy her cloudy brow. 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the prai/e 
Of pkafurey to mankind, unprais'dy Xoo dear 1 
Ye modern Stoics I hear my foft reply ; 
Their fenfes men iv/V/ truft : We can't impofe ; 
Or, if we could, is impofitiort right.? 

Own 
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Own honey fweet ; but, owning, add X^\sfting ; 
** When mixt with poifon, it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but n;irtue to be prais'd, as good ? 
Why then is health prefer'd before difeafe ? 
What nature loves // good, without our leave. 
And where no future drawback cries, " Beware'!'* 
Fkafurey tho' not from virtue, Jboidd prevaiL 
Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven ; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd i 
The Iwe ofpleafure is man's eldeft-born. 
Bom in his cradle, living to his tomb ; 
Wifdomy her younger Mer, tho' more grave. 
Was meant to minifter, and not to mar. 
Imperial pleafurey queen of human hearts. . 

Lorenzo ! Thou, her majefty's renown'd, 
Tho' uncoift, counfel, learned in the world f 
Who think'il thyfelf a Murray, with difdaiii 
May'il look on me. Yet, my De most h e n es ! 
Canft thou plead pleafure\ caufe as well as I ? 
Know'fl thou her nature^ purpofe, parentage ? 
Attend my fong, and thou ihalt know them all ; 
And know Thyfelf; and know thyfelf to be 
(Strange truth !) the moft abftemious man alive. 
Tell not C A L 1 ST A ; Ihe will laugh thee dead ; 

Or fend thee to her hermitage with L . 

Abfurd prefumption ! Thou who never knew 'ft 
A ferious ^thought ! flialt thou dare dream of joy \ 
No man ere found a happy life by chance ; 
Or yawn'd it into being, with a wi(h ; 
Or, with the fnout of grov'ling appetite^ 
E'er fmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt. 
An art it is, and muft be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremitting effort, or be loft ; 

. And 
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And leaves as perfed blockheads, in our blifs. 
The clouds may drop down titles and eflates ;. 
Wealth may feek Us'; but luifiiom muA be fought; 
Sought before all ; but (how unlike all elfe 
We feek on earth I) 'tis never fought in vain. 

Firft, plea/ur€*s birth, rife, ilrength, and grandeur, fee 
Brought forth by ivi/dom, nurft by difcipline. 
By patience taught, by per/everance crown'd, , 

She rears her head majeltic; round her throne, 
Eredled in the bofom of the juH, 
Each virtue, lifted, forms her manly guard* 
For what are 'virtues / (Formidable name !) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded ? Need mankind commands. 
At once to merit, and to make, their blifs ?— 
Great Legiflator I fcarce fo great, as kind 1 
If men are rational, and love delight. 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice ; 
In the tranfgre£ion lies the penalty; . 
And they the moft indulge, who moft obey. 

Of pleafurcy next, the final caufe explore : 
Its mighty purpo/e, its important end. 
Not to turn human htvital, but to build 
Divine on human, plea/ure came from heaven. 
In aid to reafon was the goddefs fent ; . 
To call up all its ftrength by fuch a charm. 
Pleafure, firft, fuccours 'virtue \ in return. 
Virtue gives plea/ure an eternal reign. 
What, but thepleafure of food, friendfhip, faith. 
Supports life natural, civil, and di'vine P 
'Tis from the pleafure of repaft, we live ; 
'Tis from the pleafure of applaufe, we pleafe ; 
'Tis from the pleafure of belief, we pray 
(All pray'r would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the prize) ; 

It 
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It ferves ourfelves, our fpecies, and our God ; 
And to ferve more> is paft the fphere of man. 
Glide, then, for ever, pleafnre's facred ftre^un 1 
Through £</4fx, as Eufblratis ran, it runs. 
And foUers ev*ry growth of happy life ; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows $— but fuck 
As muft be loft^ Lorenzo ! by thy iall, 

« What mean I by thy fall ?"— xkiou'lt ihordy fe^ 
While pleafure's nature is at large difplay'd ; 
Already fung her origin, and ends, s 

Thofe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree^ 
When plea/ure violates, *tis then a vice, 
A vengeance too ; it haftens into pain. 
From due reireflunent, life, health, reafbn, joy ; 
From wild excefs, pain, grief, diflradlion, death; 
Heav'n's juflice this proclaims> and that her love* 
What greater evil can I wilh my foe. 
Than his full draught of pleafure, from a caik 
Unbroach'd by jufi authwityy ungaugM 
By temperance^ . by req/bn unreEn'd ? 
A thoufand daemons lurk within the lee. 
Heav'n, others, and ourfelves ! uninjur'd /Z^> 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine ; 
Angels are angels, from indalgence there ; 
'Tis unrepenting pleaAire makes a god. 

Doft think thyfelf a god from other joys f 
Avidlim rather! fhortly fure to bleed. 
The wrong mufi mourn ; Can heav'n's appointments fail? 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrikc out 
A felf-wrought happinefs unmeant by Him 
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy ? 
Who forms an inftrument, ordains from whence 
Its diflbnance, or harmony, Ihall rife. 
Heav'n bid the foul this mortal frame infpire; 

Bid 
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Bid virtue's ray divine infpire the foul 

With unprecarious flows of vital joy ; 

Andy without breathing, man as well might hope 

For life> as without piety, for peace. 

" Is virtue^ then, zxA piety the fame?''— 
No ; piety is more ; 'tis virtue's iburce ; 
Mother of ev'ry worth, as that of joy. 
Men •fthe ivorld this dodtrine ill digefl ; 
They fmile at piety; yet boaft aloud 
Good will to men ; nor know they ifaive to part 
What nature joins ; and dius confute themfelves. 
With piety begins all good on earth; 
'Tis the firft-born of rationality. 
Conjciencey her firft law broken, wounded lies ; 

Enfeebled, lifelefs, impotent to good ; 

A feign'd aiFedion bounds her utmoft power. 

dome we can't love, but forth' Almighty's fake; 

A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man ; 

Some flnifler intent taints all he does ; 

And, in his kindeft adions, he's unkind. 
On piety, humanity is built ; 

And, on humanity, much happinefs ; 

And yet ftill more on piety itielf. 

A foul in commerce with her God, is heaven ; 

Feels not the tumults and the ihocks of life ; 

The whirls of paflions, and the ftrokes of heart. 

A Deity believ'd, is joy begun ; 

A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'd ; 

A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. 

Each branch of piety delight inipires ; 

Faith builds a bridge from thb world to the next. 

O'er death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides; 

Praifi, the iweet exhalation of our joy. 

That joy exalts, and makes it fweeter ftill ; 

Prayer 
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Pray*r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a flream 
Of glory on the confecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worfhips the Great Gody that inilant joint 
^The firft in heav'n, and fets his foot on hell. 

Lorenzo ! when waft Thou at church before ? 
Thou think'ft;^ the fervice long : But is it juft ? 
Tho' juft, unwelcome : Thou hadft rather tread 
Unhallow'd ground ; the mufe, to win thine ear« 
Muft take an air lefs iblemn. She complies. 
Good con/cience / at the found the ivorld retires ; 
Verfe difaftedis it, and Lorenzo fmiles; 
Yet has fhe her /eraglio full of charms ; 
And fuch as age fhaU heighten, not impair. 
Art thou dejected ? Is thy mind oVrcaft ? 
Amid her ^r ones, thou the faireft chufe. 
To chafe thy gloom.—" Go, fix fome weighty tntth ; 
«* Chain down (ome faffion ; do fome gen'rous good; 
" Teach ignorance to fee, or grief to finile; 
" Corred t]ry friend; befriend thy greatcftyj^ ; 
** Or with warai heart, and confidence divine» 
** Spring up, and lay ftpong hold on Him who made thee." 
Thy gloom is fcatter'd, fprightly fpirits flow ; 
Tho' withered is thy vine, and harp unftrung. 

Doft call the bowl, the viol, and the dance. 
Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wretched comforters ! 
Phyficians ! more than half of thy difeafe. 
Laughter, tho' never cenfur'd yet as fin, 
(Pardon a thought that only feems fevere) 
Is half-immoral : Is it much indulged ? 
By venting fpleen, or difiipating thought. 
It (hews T^fcorner, or it makes zfool ; 
And fins, as hurting others, or ourfelves. 
'Tls pride, or tmptinefs^ applies the ftraw. 

That 
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That tickles little minds to mirth effiiie ; 

Of grief approaching, the portentous fign! 

The hoafe of laughter makes a houfe of woe. 

A man triumphant is a monftrous fight ; 

A man dejeSed is a fight as mean. 

What caufe for triumph, where fuch ills abound } 

What for deje^iony where prefides a Power, 

Who caU'd us into being to be bleft ? 

So grieve, as confcious, grief may rife to joy { 

So joy, as conscious, joy to grief may fall. 

Moil true> a wife man never will be fad ; 

But neither will fonorous, bubbling mirth, 

A (hallow ftream of happinefs betray : 

Too happy to be fportive, he's ferene. 

Yet wouldft thou laugh (but at thy own expence). 
This counfel ilrange fiiould I prefume to give-^ 
«' Retire, and read thy Bihle, to be gay." 
Ti^^r^ truths abound of fov'reign aid to peace; 
Ah ! do not prize them lefs, becaufe infpir'd. 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not infpir'd, that pregnant page had fiood. 
Timers treafure ! and the wonder of the wife ! 
Thou think'ft, perhaps, xky/oul alone at flake; 
Alas 1— -Should men miilake thee for zfool-y-^ 
What man of tafte for genius, wifdom, truth, 
Tho' tender of thy fame, could iitferpofe ? 
Believe me, fenfe, here, adb a double part. 
And the true critic is a Cbriftian too. 

But the/e, thou think'fl, are gloomy paths to joy.-— 
True joy in funfhine ne'er was found at firft ; 
They, firft, themfelves offend, who greatly pleafe; 
And travel only gives us found repofc. 
Heav'n^/Zf all pkafure; effort is the price ; 
The joys of conqueil, are the joys of man ; . 

And 
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And ^lory the vidorious laurel fpreads 

O'er pleafitre^s pure, perpetual, placid ftream. 

There is a time, when toil mull be preferred. 
Or joy, by mif-tim*d fondnels, \s undone. 
A man of pUafurCj is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleft. 
Fal/e joys, indeed, are born from want of thought ; 
From thoughts full bent, and energy, the true-,. 
And that demands a mind in equal poife. 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only (peaks fmall happinefs. 
But happinefs that fiiortly muft expire. 
Can joy, unbottom'd in refledlion, (land I 
And, in a tempefl, can reflexion rlive ? 
Can joy, like thine, fccure itfelf an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unlbock'd t 
Or ope the door to honeft poverty ? 
Or talk with threatening death, and not turn pale ? 
In fuch a world, and fuch a nature, tbeje 
Are needful fundamentals of delight : 
Thefe fundamentals give delight indeed \ 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 
Delight, unihaken, mafculine, divine; 
A conftant, and a found, hyjxjerious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of feverity ? 
It is :— Yet far my doftrine from fevere. 
*' Rejoice for ever :" It becomes a man ; 
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the gods. 
" Rejoice for ever !" Nature cries, <* Rejoice ;*' 
And drinks to man, in her neftareous cup, 
Mixt up of delicates for ev'ry fenfe ; 
To the great Founder of the bounteous feaft. 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife; 
And he that will not pledge her, is a churl. 

3 /// 
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/// firmly to fupport, g^od fully taftc. 
Is the whole fcience of felicity : 
Ytl /paring pledge : Her bowl is not the beft 
j Mankind can boaft.— " A rational repaft; 
** . Exertion, vigilance;^ a mind in arms« 
*« A military difcipline of thought, 
** To foil temptation in the doubtful field ; 
« And ever-waking ardor for the right** 
'Tis thefe^ firil, give, then guard* a chearful heart. 
Nought that is rights think little ; well aware. 
What reafon bids* God bids ; by His command 
How aggrandiz'd, the fmalleft thing we do \ 
Thus, nothing is infipid to the wife ; 
To thee, infipid all, but what ismetdi 
Joys feafon*d high, and tailing ftrong of guilt. 
f« Modi (thou reply'ft, with indignation fir'd) 
« Of antient fages proud to tread the fteps, 
*< I follow »/?/ar^."— Follow natur e ftill. 
But look it be th\ pe o^n : Is con/cience, then. 
No part of natureTlsftie tioX fupreme f 
Thou regicide \ O raife her from the dead ! 
Then, follow nature; and refemble God. 

When, fpite of confciencey pleafure is purfu'd, 
Man^ nature is unnaturally pleas'd : 
.And what's unnatural, is painful too 
At intervals, and muft difguft ev'n Thee ! 
The/tf^ thou k^ow'll ; but not, perhaps, the caufe. 
Firtue*s foundations with the world's were laid ; 
Heav'n mixt her with our make, and twilled clofe 
Her facred int'rells with the firings of life. 
Who breaks her aweful mandate, ihocks himfelf. 
His better felf : And is it greater pain, 
Omx/ouI fhould murmur, or our duft repine ? 
And one, in their eternal war, muft bleed. 
• 3 
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If onfc ^uft fuffer, which fhould leaft be fpar'd? 
The pains of mind furpafs the pains of fenfe : 
Afk, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 
The joys oijenfe to mental, joy sbxc mean: 
Senfe on the prefent only feeds ; the foul 
On pad, and future, forages for joy. 
*Tis hers, by retrofpeft, thro' /iW to range; 
And forward //Mtf's great fequel to furvey. 
Could human courts take vengeance on the xo/W, 
Axes might nifl, and racks, and gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy mind^ and leave the reft to fate. 

Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a man? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lnr'd, by the beating of his pulfe, to lift 
With ev'ry luft, that wars againft his peace ; I I 

And fets him quite at variance with himfelf. t 4 ^ 

Thyfelf, firft, know; then love: A y^^ there is , V^ 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. ! \ 
A /ei/ there is, as fond of ev'ry vice. 
While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart : 
Humility degrades it, juftice robs, 
Bleft bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays. 
And god-like magnanimity deftroys. 
This felf, when rival to the former, fcom ; 
When not in competition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it :— But when virtue bids, 
Tofs it, or to the fowls, or to tlie flames. 
And why ? *Tis love of plea/ure bids thee bleed j 
Comply, or own felf-love extinS, or blind. 

For what is nfice? Self-love in a miftake : 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 
And 'Virtue, what ? 'Tis felf-love in her wits. 
Quite ikilful in the market of delight. 
Self-love's good fenfe is love of that dread Power, 

Yoi. III. G From 
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From whom herfclif, and all flie can enjoy. 
Other felf-love is but difguis'd felf-hate ; 
More mortal'than the malice of our foes ; 
A felf-hate, now, fcarce felt ; then felt fall-fore. 
When being, curfl ; extinftion, loud implor'd; 
And ev'ry thing preferred to what we are. 

Yet ibis felf^love Lorenzo makes his choice; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boafls of joy. 
How is his want of happinefs betray'd. 
By difalFedlion to the prefent hour ! 
Imagination wanders far afield : 
The future pleafes : Why ? The prefent pains. — 
** But that's ajecret.** Yes, which all men know; 
And know from Thee, difcover'd unawares. 
Thy ceafelefs agitation, reftlefs roll 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paufe ; 
What is it'?— 'Tis the cradle of th^ foul. 

From injiin^ fent, to rock her ii\ difeafe, , 
Which her phyficiani Reqfon, will not cure. 

A poor expedient ! yet thy beft j and while 

It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! . 

The weak have remedies ; the wife have joys. 

Superior wifdom is fuperior blifs. 

And what fure mark diftinguiflies the wife ? 

Confident wifdom ever wills the fame ; 

Thy fickle wilh is' ever on the wing. 

Sick of herfelf, is /oily* s charafter; 

As ivi/dom's IS, a modell felf-applaufe. 

A change of evils is thjf good fupreme ; 

Nor, but in motion, canil thou %d thy reft. 

Man's greateft ftrength is (hewn in (landing flill. 

The firft fure fymptom of a mind in health. 

Is reft of heart, and pleafure felt at home. 

* F'al/i 
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Falje pleafure from abroad her jpys imports; 
Rich from within, and felf-fufbinM, the trm. 
The true is fixt, and folid as a rock ; 
Slippery the /al/e, and toffing, as the wave. 
nis, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain ; 
TJlfat, like the fabled, fclf-enamour'd boy. 
Home-contemplation her fupreme delight ; 
She dreads an interruption from without, 
Smit with her own condition; and the more 
Intenfe (he gazes, fHll it charms the more. 

No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 
There breathes not .a more happy than himfelf : 
Then envy dies, and love o'erflows on All; 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel Here. 
Such angels. All, intitled to repofe 
On Him who governs fate : Tho* tempeft frowns, 
Tho' nature (hakes, how (oh to lean on heaven ! 
To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean I 
With inward eyes, and filent as the grave. 
They fbmd collefting ev'ry beam of thought. 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight; 
For all their thoughts, like angels, feen of old 
In Israel's dream, come from, and go to, heaven; 
Hence, are tifey iludious of fequeftred fcenes ; 
While noife, and diffipation, comfort /hie. 

Were all men happy, revellings would ceafe. 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
XiORBNzo I never man was truly bleft. 
But it composed, and gave him fuch a cafl". 
As folly might mi&ke for want of joy. 
A cad, unlike the triumph of the proud ; 
A modeft afped, and a fmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Phi lander's fpring I 
A fpring perei\nial, riiing in the breafl, 
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And permanent, as pure 1 no turbid (beam 
Of rapt'rous exultation, fuelling high ; 
Which, like land flood's, impetuous pour a while. 
Then link at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who tranfient joy prefers? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the ftream ? 

Vain are all f udden fallies of delight ; 
Convuliions of a weak, diflemper'd joy. 
Joy's a fixt ilate ; a tenure, not a ftart. 
Blifs there is none, but unprtcarious blifs : « 
That is the gem : Sell AH, and purchafc That. 
Why go a begging to ooncin?encieSy 
Not gain'd with eafe, nor fafely lov'd, if gainM? 
At good fortuitous, draw bacl^, and paufe ; 
Sufped it ; what thou canft enfure, enjoy ; 
And nought but what thou giv'il thyfelf, is fure. 
Reafon perpetuates joy that reafbn gives, t: 
And makes it as immortal as herfelf : 
To moruls, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Worth, conicious worth ! fhould ah/olutdy reign ; 
And other joys aflc leave ibr their approach ; 
Nor, unexamined, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perilh in inteftine broils; 
Not the leaft promifc of internal peace 1 
No bofom- comfort ! or unborrowed blifs ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; All outward-bound, 
'Mid fands, and rocks, and ftorms, to cruife for pieafure ; 
l£ gain'd, dear-bought ; and better mifs'd than gain'd. 
Much pain mufl: expiate, what much pain procur'd. 
Fancy i zxAfenfsy from an infeded ihore. 
Thy cargo bring ; and peflilence the prize. 
Then, fuch thy thirft (infatiable thirft \ 
By fond indulgencevbut infiam'd the more !) 
BtiMcy itill cruifes, when i^rfinji is tir'd. 

pagination 
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Imagination is the Faphian (hop. 
Where feeble happinefs, like Vulcan, lame. 
Bids foul ideasi in their dark recefs. 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires). 
With wanton art, thofe fatal arrows form. 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
Wouldft thou receive them, other thoughts there are. 
On angel-wing, defcending from above. 
Which thefe, with art divine, would counter-work. 
And form celeitial armour for thy peace. 

In tbii is feen imagination's guilt ; 
But who can count Yitv follies ? She betrays thee. 
To think in grandeur there is fomething great. 
For works of curious art, and antient fame. 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly painM ; 
And foreign climes mufl cater for thy tafle. 
Hence, what difailer !— Tho' the price was paid. 
That perfecuting prieft^ the Turk of Rome^ 
Whofe foot (ye gods'.) tho' cloven, muft be kifs'd, 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian fhore ; 
(Such is the fate of honeft Proteftants !) 
And poor magnificma is ftarvM to death. 
Hence juft refentment, indignation, ire !— . 
Be pacify'd, if outward things are great,^ 
*Tis magnanimity great things to. fcorn ;. 
Pompous expences, and parades auguil. 
And courts, that infalubrious ioil to peace. 
True happinefs ne'er enter'd at an eye ; 
True happinefs refides in thmgs unfeen. 
No fmiles oi fortune ever bleft the bad. 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys ; 
STto jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : 
So tell his Holinefs, and be reveng'd. 

G 3 Pleafure, 
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Pkajure, wc both agree, is man's diicf good ; 
Our only conteft, what deferves the name. 
Give fleajure^s name to nought, but what has pafs'd 
Th* authentic feal of rea/on (which like YoaiCBf 
Demurrs on what it paifes), and defies 
The tooth of time ; when pail, a pleafure (HU ; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 
And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our prefent, joy. 
Some joys the future overcail ; and fome 
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity ; fome give 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 
Confult thy "juhle exiftencey and be fafe j 
That oracle will put all doubt to'flight. 
Short is the ledbn, tho' my ledlure long. 
Be good — and let heav'n anfwer for the reft. 

Yet, with a iigh o*cr all mankind, 1 grant 
In this our day of proofs our land of hope. 
The good man has his donds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that ohfcure his fublunary day. 
But never conquer : £v'n the 6efi mufl own^ 
Patience, and refignation, are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, Thefe : 
But thofe of Set H not more remote from Thee, 
Till this heroic leflbu thou haft learnt ; 
To frown at pleafure, and to fmile in fain^ 
Fir'd at the profped of unclouded blifs, 
Heav'n in reverfion, like the fun, as yet 
Beneath th* horizon, chears us in this world \ 
It ftieds, on fouls fufceptible of ligfit. 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

" This 
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«* This (iay« LoRENza) is a f^ harangue: 
«< Bat can harangues, blow back itrong nature's fbream ; 
*« Or ftem the tide heav'n puflies thro* our veins, 
** Which fweeps away man^s impotent refolvest 
*' And lays his labour level with the world?" 

Themfelves n\en make their comment on mankind ; 
And think nought h, but what they find at home : 
Thutf, weaknels to chimaera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the mufe prefcrib'd. 
* Above, Lorenzo faw the man of earth. 
The mortal man ; and wretched was the fight. 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt. 
Now fee the man immortal: Him, I mean. 
Who lives as fuph; whofe heart, full-bent oi\ heaven. 
Leans all that way, his byas to the Hars. 
The world's dark fhades, in contrail fet, fhall xaife 
His lufire more; tho' bright, "without a fpil: 
Obferve his awful portrait, and admire ; 
Nor flop at wonder ; imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw. 
What nothing lefs than angel can exceed 1 
A man on earth devoted to the fkies ; 
Like fhips in (ea, while in, ahtnje the world* 

With afped mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him feated on a mount ferene. 
Above the fogs of fen/e, and pajffton^B florm ; 
All the black cares, and tumults, of this life. 
Like harmlefs thunders, breaking at his feet. 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace* 
Earthh genuine fons, the fceptred, and the flave, 
A mingled mob ! a wand'ring herd ! he fees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike 1 

* In a former Night. 
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His foil reverfe in all ! What higher praife f 
What ftroogerdemonfhadon of the right? 

The prefent all their care ; the future, M4 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
TAey give to fame ; his bounty he conceals* 
Their virtues varnifh nature ; his exalt. 
. Mankind's efteem they court ; and he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild chace of/ai/e felicities ; 
His, the composM pofTeffion of the true. 
Alike throughout is his cpniiftent peace. 
All of one colour, and an even thread ; 
While party-colour'd (hreds of happinefs. 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe ; each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and fhews thei/ nalcednefs. 

He fees with other eyes than theirs : Where they 
Behold a /uft, hi fpies a Deity ; 
What makes them only {mile, makes him adore. 
Where they fee mountains, he but atoms fees ; 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terreftrial worlhip, as divine : 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duU, 
That dims hii fight, and fhortens his furvey. 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe all bound. 
TTitles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays afide to find his dignity ; 
No dignity they find in aught befides. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory), proud of an eclipfe. 
Himfelf too much he prizes to be proud. 
And nothing thinks fo great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his int'reft, to negledl 
Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 
Their bt'reft, like a lion, lives on prey. 

They 
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They kindle at the fhadow of a wrong ; 

Wrong )^^Yuftains with temper, looks on heaven. 

Nor (loops to thiiik his injurer his foe ; 

Nought, but what- wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 

A covcr'd heart tbeit charafter defends ; 

A covered heart iitnies him half his praife. 

With nakednefs his innocence agrees ; 

While their broad foliage t«ftifies their fall : 

Their no joys end, where hii full feaft begins : 

His joys create. Theirs murder, future blifs. 

To triumph in exiftence, his alone ; 

And his alond, triumphantly to think 

His true exiftence is not yet begun. 

His glorious courfe was, yefterday, complete ; 

Death, then, was welcome ; yet life ftill is fweet« 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm. 
Undaunted breaft — And whofe is that high praife ? 
They yield to pleafure, tho' they danger brave. 
And (hew no fortitude, but in the field ; 
If there they fhew it, 'tis for glory fhewn ; 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 
. A cordial his fuftains, that cannot fail; 
By pleafure unfubdu'd, unbroke by pain. 
He ftiares in that Omnipotence he trufts. 
All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls ; 
And when he falls, writes VICI on his (bield. 
From magnanimity, all /ear above ; 
From nobler recompence, above applaufe ; 
Which owes to man's Jhort out -look all its charms* 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries, — " Where fhines this miracle? 
" From what root rifes tliis immortal man ?'* 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground ; 
The root dilTeft, nor wonder at the Jio-wer, 

He 
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He follows nature (not like • thee) and ihews us 

An uninverted fyftem of a man. 

His appetite wears reafon^s golden chain. 

And finds, in due reHraint, its luxury. 

His paffion, like an eagle well rcclaira*d. 

Is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 

Patient his hope, un-anxious is his care. 

His caution fearlefs, and his grief (if grief 

The gods ordain) a ilranger to deipair. 

And why ?— Becaufe affeftion, more than meet. 

His wifdom leaves not difengag'd from heaven. 

Thofe fecondary goods that fmile on earth, 

He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 

They moil the world enjoy, who leaft admire. 

His underfianding 'fcapes the common cloud 

Of fumes, arifing from a boiling bread. 

His head is clear, becaufe his heart is cool. 

By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 

The mod*rate movements of his foul admit 

Diflind ideas, and matured debate. 

An eye impartial, and an even fcale ; 

Whence judgment found, and nnrepenting choice* 

Thus, in a double fenfe, the good are wife ; 

On its own dunghill, wifer than the world. 

What, then, the world ? It mufi be doubly weak ; 

Strange truth ! as foon would they believe their Creeds 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwife can be ;* 
So far from aught romantic, what I fing. 
Blifs has no being, virtue has no fbength. 
But from the profped of immortal life. 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs jufl the fame) 
Who care no ferther, muft prize what it yields ; 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 

* Sec page 80, Lin. 16. 
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Who thinks «;arth notking, cax't its charms admiM; 

He can't a foe, tho' mofb malignant, hate» 

Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. 

'Tis hard for them (yet who £o loudly boaft 

Good-will to men ?) to love their deareft friend ; 

For may not he invade their g^e/i /ufreme. 

Where the leafl jealonfy turns love to gall ? 

All fhines to them, that for a feafon fliines.. 

Each a£t, each thought, i^ queftions, *'. What its weight, 

*< Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence ?''#i«-— 

And what it there appears, he deems it xew* 

Hence, pure are the recefles of his foul. 

The god-like man has.nothing to conceal. 

His virtue, conftitutionally deep. 

Has Hahit*s firmneis, and aft^ion^s flame ; 

Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the. fire ; 

And ifeath, which others. ilay^, makes him a god. ' 

And now, Lorenzo !: bigot.of this world ! 
Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by. heaven ! 
Stand by thy /cern, aAi be reduced to m^ght : 
For what art thou ?--tThou boafter! .while liiy glare. 
Thy gaudy grandeur,. aJid. mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mifl, at diftance, ftrikes usmoft; 
And, like a mift> is .nothing when at haod > 
His merit, like a mountain* on appro^h. 
Swells more, and riies nearer to. the &ies. 
By promife junv, and, by- poiTciEon, Jeon, 
{Too /oon, too muchy it cannot 'be) his own. 

From this thy.jufl annihilation rife, 
Lorenzo! rife to Jmething^^ by reply. 
The world,..thy client^ liftens, and expefts j 
And longs to .crown thee with immortal praife. 
Canfl thou be filent ? No; for 'wit is thine ; 

And 
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And w4t talks mo/, when Uafi ihe has to fay. 

And rea/hn interrupts nor her career. 

She'll {siy^mThat ndfts ahovi the mountains ri/ei 

And> with a thoufand pleafantries, amufe ; 

She'll fparkle» puzzle^ flutter, raife a dufi. 

And fly convi£tion> in the duft (he rais'd. 
Wit> how delicious to man's dabty tafte I 

'Tis precious, as the vehicle oi fenfe ; 

But, as its fttbftitttte, a dire di£eafe. 

Pernicious talent ! flatter'd by the world. 

By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare.. 

Wifdomis rare, Lohenzo ! Wit abounds; 

Pqffion can give it; foraetimes wine infpires 

The lucky flafli ; and madnefs rarely ^s. 

Whatever caufe the fpirit ftrongly flirs. 

Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 

For thy renown, 'twere well, was this the worft ; 

Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee more. 

See duUne/s, blund'ring on vivacities. 

Shakes her fage head at the calamity. 
Which has exposM, and let her down to thee. 
But w/dom, awful wifdom ! which infpeds, 
Difcems, compares, weighs, feparates, infers>. 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft ; 
How rare ! In fenates, fynods, fought in vain; 
Or if there found, *tis facred to the/iw; 
While a lewd proftitute to multitudes. 
Frequent, as fatal, wit : In civil life, 
IFit makes an enterprifer ; /enje, a man. 
JTit hates authority ; commotion loves. 
And thinks herfelf the lightning of the florm. 
Inftates, 'tis dangerous ; in religion, death : 
Shall wit turn Chriltian, when the dull believe I 

Senfe 
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^enje is our helmet, 'wit is but the plume; 

The plume cxpofes, 'tis our helmet faves. 

Senfe is the di'mond, weighty, folid, found; 

When cut by tuit^ it cafts a brighter beam; 

Yet, <u;/> apart, it is a diamond ililL 

Wit^ widow'd ofgoodjen/e, is worfe than nought; 

It hoifts more dul to run againft a rock. 

Thus, a^o^-CHESTBRFiELD is quitcafool; 

Whom Ml fools fcom, and blefs their want of wit 

How ruinous the ro^ I warn thee (hun» 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy fate ! 
A joy, in which our reqfifn bears no.part. 
Is but zjbrrtnv tickling, ere it ftings. 
Let no| the cooings of the world allure thee ; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 
Haffy ! of this bad world who little know ?— - 
And yet, we much muft know her, to ht/afe. 
To know the world, not hyve her, is thy point; 
She gives but little, nor that little, long. 
TJiere is, I grant, a triumph of the pulfe ; 
A dance of fpirits, a mere froth of joy. 
Our thoughtkfs agitatMs idle child. 
That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires. 
Leaving the foul more vapid than before. 
An animal Gvz^on 1 fuch as holds 
No commerce with our reafon, but fubfifts 
On juices, thro' the well-ton'd tubes, well-ftrain'd j 
A nice machine \ fcarce ever tun'd aright; 
And when it jars— thy Sirens fing no more. 
Thy dance is done ; die demi-gnd is thrown 
(Short apotheoiis !) beneath the m>aM, 
In coward gloom immers'd, or fell defpair. 

Art thou yet dull enough defpair to dread. 
And ftartle at deiiruaion ? If thou art. 

Accept 
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Accept a buckler, tsdce it to the field ; 
(A field of battle is this mortal life !) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart; 
A fingle fentence proof againft the 'w^rUl. 
** Souh Ifody, fortune ! Ev'ry good pertains 
** To one 6f thefe ; but piiee not all alike ; 
<' The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
<' Body to foul, and (but filbmit to Ood»" 
Wouldil thou build lafting happinefs ? Do this ; 
Th' inverted pyrmmidzzxL never Hand. 

Is this truth doubtful ? It outddnes the fun ; 
Nay, th<; fun (hines not, but to fhew us this. 
The fingle leifon of mankind on earth. 
And yet-^Yet, what ? No nevtrs ! Mankind is mad ; 
Such mighty numbers lift ag^nft the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, atchieve !) 
They talk themfelves to fomething like belief. 
That all earth's jc^s are theirs : As Atbenh fbd 
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry fail his own. 

They grin ; biit wherefore ? And hcfw long the laugh ? 
Half ignorance, their mirdi ; and half, a lye; 
To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they fmile. 
Hard either tafk ! The moil abandon'd own. 
That others, if abandon^, are undone : 
Then, for themfelves, the moment reafon wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repofe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They fcarce can fwalbw their ebullient fpken. 
Scarce muiler patietece to fupport the farce. 
And pump fad laughter till the curtain faUs. 
Scarce, did I fay ? Some<^nViot fit it out: 
Qft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
Andihewusw^fthdirjoy, by their deQ>air. 

3 The 
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The clotted hair ! gdPd breaft ! blafpheming eye ! 
Its impious fury iHIl alive in dfeiath ! 
Shut, (hut the ihockin^ fcene.— But heav'n denies 
A cover to fuch guilt ; and fo fhould man. 
Look round, Lorenzo ! fee the reeking blade, 
Th* invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The ftrangling cord, and fuiFocating ftrea»i ; 
The loathfbme rott^nnefs, and foul decays 
From raging riot (flower fuicides ! ) 
And fn'^e in thefe, more execrable fKll ! 
How horrid all to thought I-— But horrors, thefe. 
That vouch the trifth ; and aid my feeble fbng. 

From 'Vice, Jen/e, fancy, no man can be bleft ; 
Blifs is too great, to lodge within an hour : 
When an immortal being aims at blifs* 
Duration is eifential to the name. 
O for a joy from req/bn ! Joy from that. 
Which makes man man ; and, exercised aright. 
Will make him more : A bounteous joy ! that gives^ 
And promifes ; that weaves, with art divine^ 
The richeft profpeft into prefent peace : 
A joy ambitious ! Joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far ; 
A joy high-privileg'd from chance, time, death ! 
A joy, which death fhall double, judgment crown I 
CrownM higher, and ftill higher, at each ftage. 
Thro* bleft eternity's long day ; yet ftill. 
Not more remote ^tomfirtow, than from Him, 
Whofe lavifh hdnd, whofe love ftupendous, pours 
So much of Deity on gtiilty dufl. 
There^ O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there. 
Where not thy prefence caa improve my blifs ! 

AfFe£b not this t\it fages of the ivorldf 
Can nought affe& them, but whaxfoois them too ? 
Eternity, depending on an hour. 

Makes 
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U^ktsjeriiuu thought tsizn*s wifdom, joy, and praife. 

Nor need you bluih (tho' ibxnedmes your defigns 

May ihuB the light) at yoor defigns on heaven : 

Sole point I where over-ha/kfui is your blame. 

Are you not w^ /—You know you are : Yet hear 

One truth, amid your num'roos fchemes, miflaid. 

Or overlooked, or thrown afidc^ if feen; 

** Our ichemes to plan by this world, or the next^ 

** Is the fole difference between wife and fool." 

All worthy men will weigh you in this fcale ; 

What wonder then, ME they pronounce you ^ghtf 

Is their efleem alone not worth your care ? 

Accept my iimple fcheme of common /en/e : 

Thus, fave your fame, and make Nvo worlds your own* 

The world replies not ;— but the v/ot\AperJiJis ; 
And puts the cau/e off to the longed day. 
Planning evafions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that re-hearing, from redrefs. 
They then turn <witneffes again<ft themfelves. 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! Nor be wife to-morrow« 
Hade, hafte ! A man, by nature, is in hafte ; 
For who Ihall anfwer for another hour ? 
Tis highly prudent, to make one fure friend ; 
And that thou canft not do, this fide the (kies. 

Ye fens of earth I (nor willing to be more !) 
Since o;^ you think from prieftcraft fomewhat free. 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the mufe plain truths 
(Truths, which, at church, you might have heard in profe) 
Has ventured into light ; weD^pleas'd the vcrfe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; 
And crown her with your welfare, not your praife. 
But prai/e ihe need not fear : I, fee my fate ; 
And headlong leap, like Curtius, down the gulph. 
Since many an ample 'volume, mighty tomt, 

i Mufi 
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Miift die ; and die unwept ; O thou minute 

Devoted page ! go forth among thy foes ; 1 

Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth. 

And die a double death : Mankind incens'd. 

Denies thee long to live : Nor (halt thou reft. 

When thou art dead ; in Stygian Ihades arraigned 

By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne; 

And bold blafphemer of his friend,— the world ; 

The WORLD, whofe legions coft him flender pay. 

And 'Volunteers, around his banner fwarm ; 

Prudent, as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaul. 

" Are all, then, fools ?" Lorenzo cries. — Yes, all. 
But fuch as hold this dodlrine (new to thee) ; 
" The mother of true wifdora is the njuill',* 
The nobleft intelkSi, a fool without it. 
WwU^^ifdom much has done, and more may do» 
In arts and fciences, in wars, and peace ; 
But art and fcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee. 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the mofi indulgence can afford ;— 
** Thy <wifdom all can do, hut — make thee ixjiJeJ*^ 
Nor think this cenfure is fevere on thee i 
^atan^ thy mader, I dare call a dunce. 
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NIGHT die Ninth and Last* 

THE 

CONSOLATION* 

i 
Containing, ^ifioAg ' other Things, 

I, A Moral Survey of the Nocturnal IleavenSi 

II. A Night-Addrbm to the DEITY. 

dumbly Inscribed to his GracA 

The Duke of N E W G A S T L E, 

One of His Majefty^s t'rincipal Secretaries of States 
mm^i^ Fafis cQntnarin fata rependins. ViRO. 
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AS when ^ trilveller, a long day paft 
In painful fearch of what he cannot find. 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, a while, his labour loil; 
Then chears his heart with What his fate affords. 
And chants his fonnet to deceive the time. 
Till the due feafon calls him to repofe : 
Thus I, long-travell'd in the ways of men, 
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And dancbg, with the re&, the giddy maze. 
Where Mfoppdmtmeui fmiles at h^^ career ; 
Warni'd by the languor of life's eveniiig ray» 
At length have hous'd me in an humble fhed ; 
Where^ future watad'ring baniih'd firom my thought. 
And wjuting, patient, the iWeet hour of reft> 
I chafe the' moments widi « ferious ibng. 
Song fooths our pains ; and age has puns to iboth. 

When age, care, crime, and friends embrac'd at hearty 
Tom from my bleeding breait, and deatPs dark ihade. 
Which Jiovei^ o*er me, quench th* ethereal fire ; 
Canft thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? 
One labour more indulge ! then fleep, my ftrain ! 
Till, haply, wakMby Raphael's golden lyre^ 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and fbrrow, c^eafi!; 
To bear a part in everlafting lays; 
Though far, far higher fet, in aim, I trufl, 
Symphonious to this humble prelude hire. 

Has. not the mufe afTerted pleafures fun^ 
Like thofe above ; exploding^ odier joys ? 
Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo ! fairly weigh; 
And tell me, haft thou caufe to triumph (till ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the favour of miftake. 
Thy fmile's iincere ; not more fincere can be 
Lorenzo's fmile, than my compaffion for him* 
The iick in b^Jy call for aid; the fick 
In mitul are covetous of more diTeafe ; 
And when at nvorjt, they dream them^ves quite avr/£ 
To know Ourfelves difeas'd, is half our cure. 
When nature's Wufh by cuftom is wip'd off. 
And conTcience, deaden'd by repeated ftrokes. 
Has into manners naturaliz'd our crimes ; 
The curie of curfes is, our curfe to bve; 

T9 
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To triamph in die blackneft of otur guitt 
(As Indians g^oiy in the deepeft jet)> 
And throw afide oxrc/en/es with our feace^ 

But grant no guilty no ih^me, no leafb alloy | 
Grant joy and glory quite unfully'd fhone; 
Yet, ftill, it ill deferves Lorenzo's heart. 
i^ojojf, nO ^ioryi, glitters in thy fight* 
£ut, through the thin partition of an hottF> 
I fee its fables woVe by iiefiin;^ ; 
Aad^Bat iii forrow tury'd ; thisf in (hame; 
While howling /uries ring the doleful knell; 
And ctm/cience^ now fo foft thou fcarce c^nft hear 
Her whifper, echoes her eternal peal. 

Where, the prime aftors of the lafiyeaf^% fcene; 
Their port fo proud, their bufkin, and their plume } 
How mzxiyJUep, who kept the world arivah 
With luftre, 9n4 with nbife } has 4iatb proclaim'4 
^ truqe, and hung his fated Unce on high ? 
'Tis brandifiiM ftill ; nor ihall the prefeni year 
^e more tenacipus of her human lea^ 
Or fpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needlefs monumnu to wake ^e thought^ 
JLife's gqye/t fcenes fjpeak man's mortality ; 
Though in a ftyle more florid, fall as pl^n^ 
As maufoUums^ pyramids^ and tomhs. 
What are our noblef{ omao^ents, but death . 
Tum'd flatterer's of life, in paint, or garble, 
The well-il^iii'd canvas, or the featur*d Hone } 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt^ the fcene, 
^ey peoples her pavilion froA the dead. 

•* Proftft diverjidns i ipannqt thefe efcape ?**-!• 
Far ^'m it : Thefe prefeUt us with a ihroqd ; 
And talk of deafh^ like garlands o*er a grave. 
As fome bold plunderers, foi- bury'd wfakh^ 

Hf We 
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We ranfack tombs for pafiime; from the daft 
Call up the fleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The fcene for our amufement : How like godi 
Wc fit; aud, wrapt in immortality, 
Sh^d gen'rous tears on wretches bom to die ; 
neir fate deploring, to forget cur own ! 

What all the pomps and triumphs of our lives* 
But legacies in bloflbm ? Our lean foil. 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities. 
From friends interred beneath; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 
Like other worms, fhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent frailties, or approaching fate ? 

Lorenzo ! fuch the glories of the world ! 
What is the world itfelf ? Ti&y world— A grave. 
Where is the dufl that has not been alive ? 
The fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow furfece fhakcs. 
And is the ceiling of her fleeping fons. 
O'er devaftation wc blind revels keep ; 
Whole bury'd towns fupport the dancer's heel. 
The moift of human frame the fun exhales ; 
Winds fcatter through the mighty void the dry ; 
Earth repoffeffes part of what Ihe gave. 
And the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire; 
Each element partakes our fcatter'd fpoils ; 
As nature, wide, our ruins fpread : man's deatk 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone ; his breathing buft expires. 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die : Where, now. 
The Roman? Greek? They ftalk, an empty name!, 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light ; 
Though half our learning is their epitaph. 

When 
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When down thy vale, unlockt by midnight thought. 
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 

death ! I flretch my view : what vifions rife ! 
What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine ! 
In wither'd laurels glide before my fight ! 
What lengths of far-fam*d ages, billow'd high 
With human agitation, roll along 

In unfubilantial images of air ! 

The melancholy ghofts of dead renown, 

Whilp'ring faint echoes of the world's applauie. 

With penitential afped, as they pafs. 

All point at earth, and hifs at human pride. 

The wifdom of the 'wife^ and pranciags of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the reli: above. 
Of ghafUy nature, and enormous flze. 
One form aflaults my fight, and chills my blood. 
And fhakes my frame. Of one departed world 

1 fee the mighty fhadow : Oozy wreath 

And difmal fea-weed crown her ; o'er her ur» 
Reclin'd, (he weeps her defolated realms. 
And bloated fons ; and, weeping, propheiiet 
Anotber*% diiTolution, foon, in flames. 
But, like Cassandra, prcphefies ia vain; 
In vain, to many ; not, I trull, to thee. 

For, know'ft thou not, or art thou loth to know. 
The great decree, the counfel of the fkies ? 
Deluge and conflagratiotiy dreadful powers ! 
Prime miniflers of vengeance ! chain'd in caves 
DiMn6t, apart the giant furies roar ; 
Apart ; or, fuch their horrid rage for ruin. 
In mutual cohflift would they rife, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 
But not for thisy ordain'd their boundlefs rage; 
When heaven's inferior inftruments of wrath. 

War. 
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WoTi famine, pefttUna, zxt fottnd to6 weak 
To fcourge a World for her enormbUs crimi?9« 
Thefi are let loofe, alternate ; Down they n}ih» 
Swift and tempelluous, frotn th' eternal throne. 
With irrefiftible (iommiffion arm'd. 
The world, in vain corre&ed, to deilro)r« 
And eafe creation of the fhocking fcene* 

Seeft thou, Lorenzo ! what depends mt manf 
The fate of naturfe ; as for man, her birth. 
Earth' % adlbrs change earth's traiiiitory (cenes. 
And make creation groan with human guilt. 
How muft it groan, iii a new deluge whelm'd^ 
But fiotof waters ! -At the deftin'd hour. 
By the loud trumpet fummoii'd to the charge. 
See, aU the formidable ions of fire. 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, {day 
Their varibus engines ; dl at once difgorge 
Their blazing magazines; and t^e, by fiorm. 
This poor terr^ftrial citadel of man. 

Amazing peiiod ! when each mountain-height 
Out-burns /^^v/«j ; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mafs, as rivers opce they polir'd ; 
Stars niih; and final* r«/ir fiercely drives 
Her plowfhare o'er creation !— »whil6 aloft. 
More than aflbnifhment! if moxtcan be ! 
Far other firmamht than e'er was feien. 
Than e'er was thought by man ! far o^tx fiur's / 
Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire ; 
Far other yi» /—A fun, O how uiilike 
The Babe at Bethlem ! how unlike the Man, 
That groanM on Ca/^iir)' /— Yet Jy^ it is ; 
That Man of forrows ! O how chang'd I what pomp ! 
Jn grandeur terrible, all heav'n defcends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in bis tr^, 

,3 A fwift 
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A iwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
As blots and clouds^ that daHcen and difgrace 
The. fcene divine, fweeps ffars and funs a^de. 
And now^ all dit>6 femov'd, heav Vs own pure day, 
full on the ton£nes of our aetlier, flames. 
While (dreadful contrail !) her, how far beneath ! 
HeU, buriUng, belches forth hbr blazing feas. 
And ftorms fulphareoufe ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this fcene; the laft 
In nature's courfe ; thfe iirii; in wifdom*s thou|^t. 
nil ibikes, if aught can ftrike thee; this awakes 
The moil fupine; /to fnatches man from death. 
Roufe, roufe, Lorbnzo, then, and follow me. 
Where truths the moil momentous man can hear. 
Loud calls my foiil, and ardor wmgs her flight. 
I find my infpiratioQ in my theme ; 
The grandeur of my fubjed is my mufe. 

At midfdghu when mankind is wrapt mfe^fg 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams ; 
To give more dread to man's moil dreadful hour» 
At midnight, 'tis prefum'd, this pomp wSl buril 
From tenfold darknefs ; fudden z» the fpark 
from fmitten flseel; from nitrous grab, the blaze. 
Man, ^rting froni his couch, ihall fleep no more ! 
The day is broke, which liever more ihall dofe i \ ' 
Above* around, beneath, amazement all ! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes 1 
Our GOD in grandeur, and our <ivarid on fire ! 
All nature ilruggling in the pangs of death ! 
Doil thou not hear her f DoH thou not deplore 
Her flxong convulilons, and her final groan ? 
Where are we nowF Ah me ! the ground is gone. 
On which we flood; Lio^nENzo ! while thou may'fl. 

Provide 
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Provide more firm fopport^ or fink for ever 1 

Where ? how ? from whence ? vain hope ! it is too kte I 

Where, where, for (helter> ihali the guilty fly. 

When conilemation turns the good m^n pale ? 

Great day ! for which all other days were made % 
For which tarth rofe from chaos^ man from iorth % 
And an eternity, the date of Gods» 
Defcended on poor earth-created man ! 
Great day of dread, decifion> and defpair t 
At thought of thee each fublunary wiih 
Lets go its eager graip, and drops the world; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 
At thought of thee !-»and art thou abfint then t 
Lorenzo ! no; 'tis here; it is begun ;*«- 
Already is begun the grand affize. 
In thee, ia all : Deputed confcience fcales 
The dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ; 
Foreflalls ; and, by fbreftaliing, proves \\,Jur€. 
Why on himfelf ihould man «0/^ judgment pais ^ 
Is idle nature laughing at her fons ? 
Who confcience fent, her fentence will fupport. 
And GOD above aflert that Goo in man» 

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court 
Heav'n opens in their boibms : But, how rare. 
Ah me ! that magnanimity , how rare I 
What hero, like the man who ilands himfelf; 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 
Refolv'd to filence future murmurs there? 
The coward flies ; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a coward ? No :) The coward flies ; 
Thinks, but thinks flightly ; aflcs, but fears to know \ 
Aiks, « What is truth ;" with Pilatb ; and retires ; 
Diflblves the court, and mingles with the throng ; 

J Afykua 
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Afylum fad ! from reafon, hope^ and heav'n ! 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye. 
For that great day, which was ordain'dy^ man ? 

day of confummation ! mark fupreme 

(If men are wife) of human thought! nor leaft. 

Or in the fight of angels, or their KING ! 

Jngels, whofe radiant circles, height o*er height. 

Order o*er order, rifing, blaze o'er blaze. 

As in a theatre, furround this fcene. 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Jngels look out for thee ; for thee, their LORD, 

To vindicate his. glory ; and for thee. 

Creation univerfal calls aloud. 

To dif-involve the ntoral worid, and give 

To nature* $ renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whofe fate, viYio(t final fate, 
^angs on that hour, exclude it from his thoujght ? 

1 think of nothing elfe ; I fee ! I feel it ! 

All nature^ like an earthquake, trembling round ! 

AH Deities, like fummer's fwarms, on wing ! 

All balking in the full meridian blaze ! 

I fee the Judge inthron'd ! the Uaming guard ! 

The volume opened ! opened ev'ry heart ! 

A fun-beam pointing out each fecret thought ! 

No patron ! mterceflbr none ! now paft 

The fweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 

For guilt no plea ! to pain, no paufe ! no bound ! 

Inexorable, all ! and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone; the foe of God and man. 
From his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chain. 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarr'd : 
Receives his fentence, and begins his hell. 
All vengeance fa/^, now, feems abundant grace : 
Jiike meteors in a ftormy fky, how roll 
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Hb baleful eyes ! he curfe? ^om he dreads ; 

And deems it the firfl moment of his fall. 

'Tis prefent to my thought !-^and yet where is k ? 

Angels can't tell me ; angels cannot gue/s 

The period'^ from created bemgs lock'd 

In darknefs. But the frocefsy and the phufj 

Are lefs obfcure ; for thefe may man enquire. 

Say, thou great clo& of human hopes ^nd fears \ 

Great key of hearts ! great finifher of fstes ! 

Great end ! and great beginning I fay> Wliere art thou / 

Art thou m Hmt^ or in eternity f 

Nor in eternity y nor tinut I find thee. 

Thefe, as two monarchs> on their borders meet» . 

(Monarchs of all .elaps'd, or unarriv'd \) 

As in debate, how beft their pow'rs ally'd. 

May fwell tbc grandeur;, or difchargc the wrath,. 

Of HIM, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this faft fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) tmu burfting o'er his head ^ 
His lamp, the fun, extinguifh'd \ from beneath 
The frown of hideous darknefs, calls his fons 
From their long flumber ; from earth's heaving wojpab,* 
To fecond birth ! contemporary thrcmg \ 
Roos'd at Oi^e call> upilarted from oiie bed, 
Preft in One croud, appall'd with One amaze^. 
He turns them o'er. Eternity ! tp thee. 
Then (as a king depos'd difdains to live) 
He faUs cm his own fcyithe ; por falls akne} 
His greateft foe Ms with him ; Time^ and he 
Who murdcr'd all //V»f*s offspring. Deaths e^^irc* 

TIME was I ETERNITY now reigns alone 
Aweful Eternity 1 oiFended queen ! 
And her refentment to mankind, how imSl \ 
With kind intent, folUciting accefs^ 

How 
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How pfiL^^n has ihe knock'd at human hearts 1 

Rich to repay their hofpitality. 

How often call'd ! and with the voipc of God ! 

Yet bore repuUe> excluded as a cheat ! 

A dream ! while fouleft foes found welcome then! 

A dream, a dieat, now^ all things> but her fmile. 

For, lo ! her twice ten thoufand gates thrown wide* 
As thrice from Indtu to the frozen pole» 
With banners (breaming as the comet^s blaze. 
And clarions, louder than the ^leep in ftorms. 
Sonorous as immortal breath can Uow, 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers^ 
Of light, of darknefs ; in a middle field. 
Wide, as creation I populous, as wide ! 
A neutral region ! there to mark th' event 
Of that great drama, whofe preceding fcenes 
Detain'd them clofe fpedbitors, through a leng^ 
Of agts, rip'ning to this grand refult; 
Ages, as yet unnumberM, but by God ; 
Who now, pronouncing fentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

ETERNITY, the various fentence pa|l^ 
Affigns the iever*d throng diitind abodes. 
Sulphureous, or ambrofial : What enfues \ 
The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heav'n of heav'n« 
The Godiiefif with determined afpeft, turn^ 
Her adamantiuje key's enormous iize 
Though deftiny's inextricable wards. 
Deep driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 
Then, from the cryftal battlements of heaven, 
Down, down* (he hurls it through the dark profound. 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathom ; there to ruft^ 
And ne'er unlock her refolution more. 

The 
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The deep refounds, and hell, through all her glooms. 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roan 

O how unlike the chorus of the fkies ! 
O how unlike thofe ftiouts of joy, that (hake 
The whole ethereal ! how the concave rings ! 
Nor ftrange ! when deities their voice exalt ? . 
And louder far, than when creation roie. 
To fee creation^s godlike aim, and end. 
So well accompliih'd 1 fo divinely clos'd ! 
To fee the mighty dramatift'^ laft aft 
(As meet) in glory riling o'er the reft. 
Nofancy'd God, a GOD, indeedy defcends. 
To folve all knots ; to ftrike the moral home ; 
To throw full day on darkeft icenes of time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole* 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praife, 
Thecharm'd fpeftators thunder their applaufe^ 
And the vaft void beyond, applaufe refounds. 

What then am I?-»- 

Amidft applauding worlds^ 
And worlds celelHal, is there found on earth, 
Apeevifti, diflbnant, rebellious ftring. 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and comflainr^ 
Cen/ure on thee^ Lorenzo ! I fufpend. 
And turn it on my/elf \ how greatly due I 
All, all is right ; by God ordain'd or done; 
And who, but God, refum'd the friends He gave f 
And have I been complainings then, fo long ? 
Complaining of his fa^vours ; pain, and death / 
Who, without paints advice, would e'er be good ? 
Who, without death, but would be good in vain ? 
Pain is to fave from pain ; all punifhment. 
To make for peace ; and death to fave from death 3 
And fecond death, to guard immortal life; 

To 
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To roufe the carelefs, the prefumptuoua awe» 
And torn the tide of fouls another way ; 
By the fame tenderneis divine ordaia'd» 
That planted Ethn, and high-blbom'd for maot 
A fairer Eden, endlefi, in the fides. 

Heav'n gives us £riends to blefs xhtfrefent fcene; 
Refumes them, to prepare us for the mxik 
All ty\W natural are Moral goods ; 
All Difcipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unhappy : all have canfe to finile^ 
But fuch as to themfelves that canfe deny. 
OvLT faults are at the bottom of our fainsi 
Error, in a^s, ot judgment, is the fouroe 
Of endlefs fighs : VfejSn, or we nufiaie; 
And nature tax> when falfe efinion flings* 
Let impious grief be banifh'd, joy indulged ; 
But chiefly tlfen, when grief puts in her claim. 
Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays» 
Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy, amidH ills, corroborates, exalts ; 
'Tis joy and conqueft ; }6y, and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ills, delights 
Heav'n, earth, ourfelves ; 'tis duty, glory, peace« 
AjgUaion'is the good man's fhining fcene ; 
FroJ^ty conceals his brighteft ray; 
As night to ftar8> nuoe luftre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots m the ilorm«. 
And virtue in calamities, admire. 
The crown of manhood is a winter-joy ; 
An evergreen, that flands the Northern blafl. 
And bloflbms in the rigour of our fate. 

'Tis a prime part of happinefs, to know 
How much unhapptnefs muft prove our lot ; 
A part which few poflefs ! Tfl pay life's tax. 

Vol. in. I Without 
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Without one rebel inunnor» from this hour^ 
Nor think it mifery to be a man ; 
Who thinks it. is, fhall never be a Gm^. 
Some ills we wiih for^ when we wifh to live. 

What fpoke froud pi^on r^** • Wifli my being loft ?* 
Prefumptaotts 1 blafphemous 1 abAtrd ! and falfe I 
The triumph of my ibul i$,««That I am ; 
And therefore that I may be— ivAo// LoRENZp! 
Look inward, and look deep; and deeper ftill ; 
Unfathomably deep our treafure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity ! 
Ages, and ages, and fucceeding ftill 
New ages, ^here the phantom oi an hour. 
Which courts each night> dull flumber, for repair^ 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife. 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (if deferv^d) by heav'n's redundant lov^ 
Made half-adorable itfelf, adore f 
And find, in adoration, endlefs joy ! 
Where thou, not mafter of a moment htre. 
Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale^ 
May'ft boail a whoU etermty, enrich'd 
With all a iiW Ommp9tenci can pour. 
Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninfpir'dt 
Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever fliall. 
How kind is G O D, how great (if good) is Ma i^ 
No man too largely from heav'n's love can hope. 
If what is bop* J he labours to ficwr€. 

Ills ? — tliere are none : JU-graciwi ! none from thai 
From man full many ! numerous is the race 
Of blackeil ills, and thofe immortal too» 
Begot by madmfi on fair libirtf ; 
HeavVs daughter, hell-dehauch'd ! bir hand alone 

* Referring to the firft^ night* 

Uiaocks 
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tTnlocks deilrn^tion to the fons of men, 

Firft barr'd by thine : high-walFd with adamant 

Guarded with terrors reaching to this worlds 

And cover'd with the thanders of thy law; 

Whofe threats are tmrcies, whofe injundionsy piidts^ 

AfliiHng« not retraining, req/in*s choice } 

Whofe fandlions, unavndithU rejkht 

From nature's coarie, indulgently revealed; 

If nnreveal'd, more daflg'rous> nor lefs fare* 

Thus> an indulgent father warns his (bns, 

*« Do this ; fly that'*— nor always telb the caofe | 

PleasM to reward^ as duty to his wil]> 

A condud needful to their own repofe* 

Great God of wonders I (if, thy hmg (atrty^A^ 
Aught elfe the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are tbtfii on which to build our trnft ! 
Thy ways admit no blemiih ; none I find ; 
Or this'alone-*-^* That none it to he fmmd** 
Not one, to foften cenfure^% hardy crime; 
Not one, to palliate peevifh grief*9 Qouthhtnt^ 
Who like a damon^ murm'ring from the duft. 
Dares into judgment call her Judge.*^vpRBiit t 
For aU\ blefs thee ; moil, for x}Butfevere\ 
• Her death-— my ennn at hand— ^e iitTj golf^t 
That flaming bound of wrath emnipotent ! 
It thunders ;— but it thunders to prcferve; 
It fbengthens what it itrikes; its wholfbme dread 
Averts the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 
Join heaven's fweet hallelujahs in thy praife. 
Great Source of good atone! how kind in all ! 
In vengeance kind \ painy deaths gehenna^ S AV£» 

Thus, in thy world material. Mighty Mini / 
Not that alonf which y&^!r#i, ^isAjhines^ 

• LVCXA. 
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The rcugb and gloomy f challenges our praifc. 
The nvintff is as needful as the j^r/sr^; 
The thumder, as the fun ; a Magnate mafs 
Of vapours breeds a peflilential air : 
Nor more prof^itious the Favonian breeze 
To nature's health/ than purifying ibrms ; 
The dread Volcano miniflers to good. 
Its finother'd flames might undermme the world« 
Loud JEtnas fulminate in love to man } 
Comets good omens are> when duly fcann'd; 
And, in their ufe> iclipfes learn to ihine. 

Man is refponiible for //// receiv'd ; 
Thofe we call luretcbedzxe a chofen band> 
Compell'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my liil of bleflings infinite^ 
Stand this the forjemoft, « That my heart has bkd.^^ 
'Tis heav'n's laft effort of good-will to man; 
When/iiM can't blefs> heav'n quits us in defpair. . 
tVho fails to grieve, when jaft occafion calls. 
Or grieves too much, deierves not to be bleU ; 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart; 
"Riafin abfolves the grief, which reafon ends. 
May heav'n ne'er trufl my friend with happinefs^ 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well. 
By previous pain ; and made it fafe to /mile / 
Such fmiles are mine, and fuch may they remain; 
Nor haz^ their extinction, from excefs. 
My change of heart a change of ftyle demands ; 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty fong. 

As when o'er-l^bour'd, and inclin'd to breathe, 
A panting traveller, fome rifing ground. 
Some fmall afce^t, has gain'd, he turns him round, 
Andmeafures 'tvith his eye the various vales. 

The 
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The fields^ woods, meads, and rivers, he has paft; 
And, fatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Endear'd by diflance, nor aSeCts more toil ; 
Thus I, though &iall, indeed, is that afcent 
The mufe has gain'd, review the paths ihe trod ; 
Various, extenfive, beaten but by view; 
And, confdous of her prudence in repo(e> 
Paufe ; and with pleafure meditate an end. 
Though ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my theme. 
Through many a field of moral, and dM»e, 
The mufe has ftray'd ; and much of Jbrrow feen 
In human ways ; and much of/alje and <uain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can mifs. 
C^tx friends deceased fiill heartily fhe wept ; 
Of hve divine the wonders (he difplay'd ; 
Prov'd man immortal; fliew*d xhcjource of Joy ; 
The grand tribunal rais'd ; aflign'd the bounds 
Of baman grief: In few, to clofc the whole. 
The moral mufe has fhadow'd out a fketch. 
Though not in form, nor with a Raph AEL-flroke, 
Of mofi our wesdcnefs needs believe, or do. 
In this our land of travel, and of hope. 
For peace on earth, or profpeft of xhtjkies. 

What then remains ? much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be difcharg'd : Thefe thoughts, O Ni g ht ! are thine ; 
From thee they came, like lovers' fecret fighs. 
While others flept. So, C ynt H i a (poets feign) 
In fbadows veil'd, foft-fliding from her fphere. 
Her fhepherd chearM ; of her enamour'd lefs. 
Than I of thee.— And art thou (Hll unfung. 
Beneath whoTe brow, and by whofe aid, I fing? 
Immoral filence ! where Ihall I begin ? 
Where end ? or how Ileal mufic from the fpheres, 
Tp footh their goddefs ? 

I 3 OmajefUc 
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O majeftic Night I 
NatuTi's great anceftor ! i^ay^s elder-born 1 
And fated to furvive the tnuiiient fun ! 
By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe! 
A ftarry crown thy raven brow adori\^. 
An azure zone thy waift; clouds, in heav'n's loom 
Wrought through varieties of ihape and fhade^ 
In ample folds of drapery divine. 
Thy flowing mantle form ; and, heav'n throaghouCj 
Voluminoufly pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature*^ mofl: auguft, 
Infpiring afped !) claim a grateful verfe; 
And, like a fable curtain ilarr'd with gold. 
Drawn o'er my labours pafl, fhall clofe the fcene* 

And what, O man ! fo 'worthy to be fung ? 
What more prepares us for the fongs of heaven ? 
Creation, of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be fung, fo needful P What fo well 
Celeftial joys prepare us to fuftain? 
The foul of man, HIS face defign'd to fee. 
Who gave thefe wonders to be feen by man. 
Has here a previous fcene of objedts greatp 
On which to dwell ; to ftretch to that expanle 
Of thought, to rife to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contrad that awe. 
And give her whole capacities that ftrength. 
Which beft may qualify for fnal'py. 
The more our fpirits are inlarg'd on earth. 
The deeper draught fhall they receive of heaven. 

Heav'n's KING ! whofe face unveii'dconfummates blifs; 
Redundant blifs ! which £lls that mighty void, 
1/he whole creation leaves in human hearts I 
THOU, who didft touch the lip of Jesse's fon> 
Rapt in fweet contemplation of thefe fires, 

Z And 
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And fet his harp in concert with the fpheres; 

While of thy works material the Supreme \ /^ ' 

I dare attempt* afliil my daring fong. 

Loofe me from earthl*^ inclofure, from they«»'$ 

CwtraSttd circle fet my heart at large; 

Eliminate my fpirit> give it range 

Through provinces of thought yet unexplor'd; 

Teach me, by this ftupendous fcaiFoIding, 

Creation's golden fteps, to climb to THEE. 

Teach me with art great nature to controul. 

And fpread aluftre o'er the fhades of iy/fi&/» 

Feel I thy kind aiTent? and fhall the>if 

Be ieen at midnight, riiing in my foog ? 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thou^ whofe hearl;^ 
Whofe littU heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obfcure terreflrial, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls, a nobkr port ; 
I am thy pilot, I thy proip'rous gale. 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main ; 
Main, without tempeft, pirate, rock, or fhore s 
And whence thou may'ft import etermd wealth % 
And leave to begga/d minds the pearl and geld. 
Thy travels doH thou boail o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou^r^iar^^ to the 'world! thy tour begin \ 
Thy tour through nature^s univerfal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large; 
On foaring fouls, that fail among the fpheres { 
And man how purblind, if unknown the whole ) 
Who circles fpacious earth, then travels here. 
Shall own, he never was from hotne before ! 
Come, my*PROMCTHBus, from thy pointed rock 
O^falfe ambition if unchain'd, we'll mount a 

* Night the Eighth, 
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We% innocently^ ileal celeftial fire. 

And kmdle our devotion at ihcftarsi 

A theft, that ihall not chain, but fet thee free* 

Above our atmofphere's inteiUne wars. 
Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern nefts of feather'd fnows. 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning; 'bove the caves 
Where in&nt tempeils wait their growing wings. 
And tune their tender voites to that roar. 
Which foon, perhaps, fhaU fhake a guilty world s 
Above mifconibu'd omens of the iky, 
Far-travell'd comets' calculated blaze ; 
Elance thy thought, and think of more than mattn 
Thy foul, till now, contradted, withered, ihrunk. 
Blighted by blafls of eartb^s unwholefome air. 
Will bloflbm berei fpread all her faculties 
To thefe bright ardours; ev'ry pow'r unfold. 
And rife into fublimities of thought. 
Stars teacb, as well iAjhini* At i»a/«r#'s birth, 
^bns their commiffion ran— >'< Be kind to man*^ 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller ! 
The ^tfirs will light thee ; though the Mwn (hould fiul^ 
Where art thou, more benighted ! more aftray ! 
In ways immoral ? The ^tars call thee back ; 
And, if obey'd their counfel, fet thee right 

This profpcA vafl, what is it ?— Wcigh'd aright, 
*Tis nature's fyftcm of divinity. 
And ev'ry fhident of the Nigbt inipires. 
'Tis elder Scripture, writ by GOD's own hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by man.f 
Lorenzo ! with my Radius (the rich gift 
Of thought Rodlumal !) I'll point out to thee 
Its various leiTons ; ibme that may furprife 

An 



THE CONSOLATION. in 

An nn-adept in myfteiies of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expeded in ber fchoo]. 
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on tar. 
Bulls, lions^ fcorpions, monfters here we feign ; 
Ourfelves more monilrous, not ^o fee what here 
Exifts indeed y^^TL ledure to mankind. 

What read we berk /»— Th' exigence of a GOD ? 
Yes ; and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives of JEtber ! Sons of higher climes I 
And, what may move Lor e nzo's wonder more. 
Eternity is wntten in the ikies. 
And whofe eternity?— Lorenzo 1 Tbine\ 
ManldfuPs eternity. Nor Faith alone. 
Virtue grows "here ; bare fprings the ibv'reign cure 
Of almoft ev*ry vice ; but chiefly Tbinei 
Wratbi Pride^ Ambitious and impure Dejire. 

Lorenzo I Thou canft wake at midnight too. 
Though not on Morals bent: Ambition^ Fleafure! 
Thofe tyrants I for Thee fo * lately fought. 
Afford their harrafs'd flaves but flender reft. 
Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon. 
And the fun's noon-tide blaze, piime dawn of day; 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime. 
Commencing ^^ne of our Antipodes I 
In thy no6lurnal rove, one moment halt, 
'Twixt ftage and ilage, of riot, and cabal^ 
And lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to lift. 
If bold to meet the face of injur'd heav'n) 
To yonder dars : For other ends they (hine. 
Than to light revellers from ihame to ihame. 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch^ that infinite of fpace, 

. • Ni^ the Bighth* ^ 

With 
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With infinite of ludd orbs replete, 

Which fet the living firmament on fire» 

At the firft glance, in fuch an overwhelm 

Of wonderful, on man's aftonifh'd (ight, 

Ruihes Omnipotence ?— To curb our Prides 

Our Reafon roufe, and lead it to that Power, 

Whofe love lets down thefe filver chains of light; 

To draw up man's Jmhition to Himjelf, 

And bind our chefie AffeSions to His throne. . ' 

Thus the three virtues, leaft alive on earth. 

And welcom'd on heav'n's coail with moftapplaufe. 

An Humble, Pure, and Hea^^nly-mifnUd heart. 

Are here infpir'd :«>-And canft thou gaze too long ? 

Nor Hands thy Wrath deprived of its reproof^ 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each fyftem reprdfent 
Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, return'd; 
Enlight'ning, and enlighten'd ! All, at once, 
Attrading, and attrafled i Patriot like. 
None fins againft the welfare of the whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unfelfifh aid. 
Affords an emblem of MiUennial love. 
Nothing in nature, much lefs con/chus being*. 
Was e'er created folely for Itfelf : 
Thus man his fevWeign duty learns in this 
Material picture of benevolence. 

And know, of all our fupercilious race, 
Thou moft inflammable ! Thou wafp of m«i ! 
Man's angry heart, inffeSed, would be found 
As rightly fet, as are the ftarry fpheres ; 
'Tis Nature^ flrufture, broke by ftubborn WiU, 
Breeds all that un-celeftial difcord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias Nature gave I 
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Canft thou defcend from converfe with the (kies. 
And feize thy. brother's throat ?— -For what— a Clod, 
An inch of Eartif ? The Planets cry, " Forbear/* 
They chafe our double darknefs ; Nature*s gloom. 
And (kinder Hill !) our inteUeBual night. 

And fee, Daf% amiable fifter fends 
Her invitation, in the foftefl rays 
Of mitigated luftrc ; courts thy fight. 
Which fuffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 
l^ight grants thee the full freedom of the (kies. 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With GaiUi and Joy, fhe bribes thee to be wife. 
KigbiOftB the noUeft fcenes, and (beds an awe. 
Which gives thofe venerable fcenes full weight. 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart; 
While light peeps through the darknefs, like a fpy ; 
And darkne^ fhews its grandeur by the light* 
Nor is the Profit greater than the Joy, 
If human hearts at glorious objeds glow. 
And admiration can infpire delight. 

What fpeak I more, than I, This moment, feel ? 
With pleafing flupor firft the foul is ftruck 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wife !) : 
Then into tranfport darting from her trance. 
With love, and admiration, how fhe glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus ! This difplay ! 
This oHentation of creative power 1 
This theatre ! — what eye can take it in ? 
By what divine enchantment was it rais'd. 
For minds of the firft magnitude to launch 
In endlefs fpeculation, and adore ? 
One fun by day, by night Ten tboufimd flune ; 
And light us deep into the DEITY ; 
How boundlefs in magnificence and might ! 

Owhat 
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O what a confluence of ethereal ^rcs. 

Form urns un-nmnber'd^ down the llccp of hcav'n. 

Streams to a points and centres in my iight ! 

Nor tarries tJbere ; I feel it at my Heart, 

My heart> at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in duft> and calls it to the Odes. 

Who fees it unexalted ? or unaw'd ? 

Who fees it, and can Aop at what is feen ? 

Material offspring of O m n i pot e n c e I 

Inanimate, All-animating birth I 

Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy praife I 

AU praife ! praife mere than humati ! nor deny'd 

Thy praife Divine /—But tho' man, drown'd in fleep» 

With-holds his homage, not aUne I wake ; 

Bright legions fwarm unfeen, and fing, unheard 

By mortal ear, the glorious Architedl, 

In This His univerfal temple hung 

With luflres, with innumerable lights. 

That (hed religion on the foul; at once. 

The Temfie, and the Preacher! O how loud 

It calls ^yotionl genuine growth of Night i 

Devotion ! daughter of aflronomy I 
An imdevout ailronomer is mad. 
True; All things fpeak a GOD; but in the b9&. 
Men trace out Him ; in great. He feizes man ; 
Seizes, and elevates, and wraps, and fills 
With new inquiries, 'mid aflbciates new. 
Tell me, ye flars ! ye planets ! tell me, all 
Ye flarr'd, and planeted, inhabitants \ What is it ? 
What are thefe fons of wonder ? Say, proud arch, 
(Within thofe azure palaces they dwell) 
Built with divine ambition ! in difdain 
Of limit built ! built in the tafte of heaven ! 
Vafl concave i ample dome I waft thou defign'd 

2 A meet 
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A meet apartment for the DEITY ? — 
Not fo ; That thought alone thy flate impairs. 
Thy Lofty finks, and fhallows thy Profound^ 
And ftreightens thy Diffufivt't dwarfs the whole. 
And makes an univerfe an Orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on man. 
Thy right regain'd, thy grandeur is reftor'd, 
O Nature ! wide flies off th' expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd. 
The fimtten air is hollowM by the blow ; 
The yaft diijplofion diilipates die clouds ; 
Shock'd aether's l»llows dafh the diftant ikies ; 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies off. 
And leaves a mighty void, a fpacious womb. 
Might teem with new creation ; re-inflam*d 
' Thy luminaries triumph, and afliune 
Divinity themfelv€S« Nor was it flrange. 
Matter high-wrought to fuch furpriflng pomp^ 
Such godlike glory, ftole the flyle of gods. 
From ages dark, obtufe, and fleep'd in Sen/e; 
For, fure, to Senfe, they truly are divine. 
And half.abfolv'd idolatrjr from guilt ; 
Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of Ma» 
' Unlofl, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But> weak of wing, on planets perch'd ; and thought 
What was their highefl, mull be their ador'd. 

But They how weak^ who could no higher mount ? 
And are there, then, Lorinzo ! Thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and Unexiflent, are the Same ? 
And if Incomprehenfible is join*d. 
Who dare pronounce it madnefs, to btlU've f 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aflde 
AU meafure in Hi» work ; firetch'd out His Hne 

So 
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So far, and fpread amazement o'er the whole ? 

Then (as he took delight in wide extremes). 

Deep in the bofbm of His univerfe, 

Dropt down that nas^niug mite» that infed. Mm, 

To crawU and gaze, and wonder at the (cene ?• ■ » . 

That man might ne'er prefame to plead amazement 

For difbelief of wonders in Him/elf, 

Shall God be lefs miraculous, than whit 

His hand has form'd ? Shall Myfterits deicend 

From Un-myfterious F Things more Elevate, 

Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 

More obvious than Created, to the grafp 

Of human thought ? The more of Wonderful 

Is heard in //im, the m^re we flionld aflent; 

Could we conceive Himf GOD He could not be ; 

Or He not GOD, or lue could not be Men. 

A GOD alone can comprehend a GOD ; 

Man*s difbnce how immenfe ! On fich a theme. 

Know This, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne'er fo ftrange) 

Nothing can /ati0, but what cwtfiunds ; 

Nothing, but what aftomjbes^ is true. 

The fcene thou feeft, attefts the truth I fing. 

And ev'ry ftar Iheds light upon thy creed. 

Thefe ftars, this furniture, this coft of heaven# 

If but reported, thou hadft ne'er believ'd ; 

But thine Eye tells thee, the Romance is true. 

The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath. 

In Reajon^s court, to filence Unbelief. 

How my mind, op'ning at this fcene, imbibe** 
The moral emanations of the ikies. 
While nought, perhaps, Lorknzo lefs admires! 
Has the Great Sov'reign fent ten thoufand worHi 
To tell us. He refides above them All, 
Iq glory's unapproachable recefs ? 

And 
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And dare Eartbh bold inhabitants deny 

The fumptuou9, the magnitfic embaiTy 

A momcnt'« audience ? Turn we, nor will hear 

From whom they come, or what they would impart 

Tor man's emolument ; ible caufe that floops 

'Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lor£ nzo ! roufe ; 

Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing. 

And glance from eaft to weft, from pole to pole. 

Who (tt&t but is confounded, or convinc'd ? 

Renounces Riofon^ or a GOD adores ? 

Mankind was fent into the world to fee z 

Sight gives the fcience needful to their peace i 

That obvious fcience zSus^all learning's aid, 

Wouidft thou on metaphyilc pinions foar ? 

Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns f 

Or travd hiftory's enormous round ? 

Natun no Aich hard taik injoins : She gave 

A make to man direfiive of his thought; 

A make fet upright, pointing to the ilars. 

As who ihall fay, ** Read thy chief lefibn there." 

Too late to read this manufcript of heaven. 

When, like a parchment-fcmll, ihrunk up by flames. 

It folds Lorenzo's lelTon from his fight. 

Lefibn how various ! Not the God alone, 
I fee His Mivifisrs; I fee, difFus'd 
In radiant orders, efTences fublime. 
Of various offices, of various plume. 
In heav'nly liveries, diftin£lly clad. 
Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold. 
Or all coaunix'd ; they fland, with wings outfpread, 
Lift'ning to catch the Mailer's leaH command. 
And fiy through Natvre, ere the moment ends ; 
Numbers innumerable 1— Well conceiv'd 
By Pagan, and by Qhriftian ! O'er each fpbere 
• Prcfidcs 
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Prefides an angel, to dire^ its cooHe, 
And feed, or fan, its flames ; or to di(<^arge 
Ot^er high tmfls unknown. For who can k€ 
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, ilf/W, 
For which alene Inanimate was Inade^ 
More (paringly difpens'd ? That nobler Ton, 
Far liker the great SIRE !^— 'Tis thus the ikies 
Inform us of fuperiors numberlefs. 
As much, in Excellence, above mankind. 
As above Earth, in Magnitude, the Spheres. 
The/e, as a cloud of witnefles, hang o'er ttS| 
In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds $ 
Perhaps, a thoufand demigods defcend 
On ev'ry beam we fee, to walk with men. 
Awefol refiedtion I Strong reftraint from ill S 
Yet^ here, our virtue finds ftill ftronger aid 
From thefe ethereal glories Sen/e furveys. 
Something, like magic, ftrikes from this blue vault; 
With juft attention is it view'd ? We feel 
A fudden fuccour, unimplor'd, unthought ; 
Nature herfelf does half the work ofMan, 
Seas, rivers, mountains, foreib, defarts, rocks. 
The promontory's height, the depth profound 
Of fubterranean, excavated grots. 
Black brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawmng wide 
From Nature*s ftruflure, or the fcoop of Time | 
If ample of dimenfion, vaft of fize, 
E v'n Theje an aggrandizing impulfe give j 
Of folemn thought enthufiaflic heights 
Ev'n The/e infufe.— But what of vaft in The/ef 
Nothing ;--or we muft own the fides forgot. 
Much lefs in Jrt,-^Vain Art ! Thou pigmy power ! 
Ho^ doft thou {well and ftrut, with human pride. 
To fhcw thy littUnefs 1 What childifh toys. 

Thy 
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Thy watry colamns fquirted to the doads ! 
Thy bafon'd rivers, and impriTon'd feas I 
Thy mountains moulded into forms of men ! 
Thy hundred-gated Capitals ! or Thofc 
Where three days travel left us much to ride ; 
Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought. 
Arches triumphal, theatres immenie. 
Or nodding Gardens pendent in mid-air ! 
Or Temples proud to meet their Gods half-way I 
Vet The/e afied us in no common kind. 
What then the force of fuch fuperior fcenes ? 
Enter a temple, it will flrike an awe : 
What awe from This the DEITY has built ? 
A Good Man feen, though iilent, cdnnfel gives : 
The touched fpedl^tor wifhes to be wife : 
In a bright mirror His own hands have made. 
Here we fee fomething like the face of GOD. 
Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lore nzo 1 
Toman abandon'd, ** Haft thou feen thejkies V* 

And yet, {0 thwarted nature's kind deiign 
By daring man, he makes her iacred awe 
(That guard from ill) bis ihelter, his temptation 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeilial art's intent. The trembling liars 
See crimes gigantic, talking through the gloom 
With front ered, that hide their head by day. 
And making night (till darker by their deeds. 
Slumb'ring in covert, till the (hades defcend, 
Rapine and Afvr^i^r, link'd, now prowl for prey^ 
The mifer earths his treafure; and the thief. 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere mom. 
Now Plotsy and foul Con/piracies, awake ; 
And, mulBiug up their horrors from the moon» 
Havock and devafUtion they prepare. 

Vol. IIL K And 
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And kingdoms tott'iing in the Mi of blood* 
Now fons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What (hall I do ?— -Suppreft it ? or prochdm ?— » 
Why^/// the thunder? Now, Lorinzo! nowj 
His beft friend's conch the rank adulterer 
Afcends fecore ; andlanghs at gods and men. 
PrepoiProas madmen, void of fear or ihame. 
Lay their crimes bare to thefechafte eyes of heaven; 
Yet ihrink, and fhvdder, at a mortal's fight. 
Were moon, and ftars, for villains mfy made f 
To guide, yttjcrten them, with tenebrious Hght ? 
No ; they were made to fafhion the fnUime 
Of human hearts, and nuifer make the Wife^ 

Thofe ends were an^er'd once ; when mortals liv'd 
Of ftronger wing, of aquiline aA:ent 
In theory faUime. O how unlike 
Thofe vermin of die night, this moment fung. 
Who crawl on Eartb^ and on her venom feed ! 
Thofe antient iages. Human ftars I They met 
Their brothers of the ^kies, at midnight hout ; 
Their counfel afk'd ; and, what they aik'd, &b9fd^ 
The Stagmtti and Plato, He who drank "• 

The poifon'd bowl, and He of Tufculum^ 
With him of CwrdubA (immortal names !) 
In thefe onbotinded, and Elyfimiy walks. 
An area fit for Goi»s, and Godlike men. 
They took their nightly round» through radiant paths 
By Seraphs trod ; inilruded, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in Their bright feotileps here below; 
To walk in worth ftill brighter than the fkies. 
There they contra£bd their, contempt of Earth \ 
Of hopes eternal kindled, There^ the fife ; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(Great vifit4nts !) more intimate with GOD» 

z More 
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More worth to tfign, jiH)r« joyotts to Th^hn* 
Through 'various firtuesp theyf with ardar, m 
The Z(^diac of ^ir leura'd, illiilbrioii9 tive^* 

In Cbrtfti^n hearts, O for a Fag^n zeal ( 
A needfuU biit ^pr^bri^us pr;^'r ! As much 
Our Ardor Lefs, a» Greater ia <iva tight* 
How monftrous Thip in Mordsl Scarce more ftraiq^iB 
Would this Pbanomewm ill nature drike* 
A ^«ir, that froxe her, or a ^iftfr, that waraiM. 
What taught thef^ heroes of the moral world 1^ . 
To thefe thou giv'il thy Prtufi^ give Cndit too. 
Thefe do6tor§ ne'er were penfion'd to deceive ^Aei 
And FagM tutors arc thy tafte.— -They Uvgh^ 
Tbatf narrow views betray to mifery : 
Thats wife it is to comprehend the wholf * 
That, Virtue^ rofe from Naturti pofid^'d weU* 
The iingle bafe of Virtue built to heaven : 
Thai G O P> and Nn^urt^ our attentkm ^laiin : 
Thau Nature is the glafs refle^g GOD* 
As, by the Sea^ reflede4 is tjie Stntt 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his iph^re : 
That, Mind immortal loves immortal aims 3 
Tbat^ boundUfs Mind afieds a boundk/s Spaci : 
That vaft furveys, and the fuUime of things^ 
The foul ailimilate, and make Jier great: 
Thaty therefore, heav'n her glories, as a fund 
Of infpiration, thus fpreads out to man. 
Such are their dodrines ; fuch the Night infpirM, / 

And what more true ? What truth of greater weight f 
The foul of man was made to walk the ikies; 
Delightful outlet of her prifon Here / 
There, diiincumber'd from her chains, the ties 
Of toys terreftrial, ihe can rove at large. 
There, freely can refpire, dilate, extenij, 

Ka I& 
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In full proportion let loofc all her powers ; 
And, undeluiedy grafp at fbmething great. 
Nor, as a ftranger, does ihe wander there ; 
But, wonderful herfelfi through wonder ftrays ; 
Contemplating '/^^i> grandeur, finds btr vum% 
Dives deep in their oeconomy divine, 
Sits high in Judgment on thw various laws. 
And, like a mafter, judges not amifs. 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and juftly proud, the foul 
Grows Gonfdou3 of her birth celeftial ; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air ; 
And feels herfelf at borne amongil the ftars ; 
And, feeling, emidates her country's praife. 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo?— 
As Earth the body, fince, the Skies fuilain 
The foul with food, that gives immortal life/ 
Call it. The noMe pafture of the MW; 
Which there expatiates, ilrengthehs, and exults. 
And riots through the luxuries of thought, 
CaU it. The Garden of the DEITY, 
Bloilbm'd with ftars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrofial ; moral fruit to man. 
Call it. The brcaft-plate of the true High-prieft, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give. 
In points of higheft moment, right refponie ; 
And ill neglefted, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true aftrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble fenfe. 
In which ahme flars govern human £tes^ 
O that the Stars (as fome have feign'd) let fall 
filoodihed, and havock, on embattled realms. 
And refcu'd Monarchs from fo black a guilt ! 
Bourbon I this wifli how gen'rous in a foe ! 
Wouldft thou be greats wouldit thou become a God, 

And 
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And ftick thy deathlefs name among the ftars^ 
For mighty conquefts on a needle's pomt ? 
Inflead of forging chains for foreigmrs, 
BaftiU thy Tutor : Grandeur all thy aim ? 
As yet thou kncw'ft not what it is : How great* 
How glorious, then, appears the Miud of man. 
When in it all the ftars, and planets, roll ! 
And what it Jeems, it is : Great objedls make 
Great nunds» enlarging as their views enlarge ; 
Tho/e ftill more Godlike, as The/e more divine. 

And more divine than TJbeJe, thou canft not fee. 
Dazzled, o'erpower'd, with the delicious draught 
Of mifcellaneous fplendors, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end ! 
An Edea, this ! a Paradise unloft! 

I meet the DEITY in ev'ry view. 

And tremble at my nakednefs before him ! 

O that I could but reach the Tree of Life ! 

For Here it grows, unguarded from our tafte ; 

No Flaming SivorJ denies our entrance Here ; 

Would man but gather, he might li*ve for ever* 
Lorenzo ! much of Moral hzA thou feeh. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 

llie Matbematic glpries of the ikies. 

In number, weight, and meafure, all ordain'd. 

Lorenzo's boafted buijbders. Chance^ and Fate^ 

Are left to finilh his aerial towers ; 

Wifdom and Choice, their well-known charaders 

Here dpep imprefs ; and claim it for their own. 

Though iplendid all, no fplendor void of ufe ; 

Vfe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Power ; 

No wanton wafte, amid efFufe expence ; 

The great O ECONOMIST adjuiling all 

To prudent pomp, magnificently wife* 

< K 3 How 
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How rich the pfofpefl ! and for ev^r new ! 

And neweft to the man that views it m^\ 

For newer ftill in infinite fucceeds. 

Then» thefe aerial racers> O how fwift ! 

How the fhaft loiters from the ftrongeft Ihidg! 

spirit alone catt diftance the career. 

Orb above orb afcending without end ! 

Circle in circle> without end^ inctosM ! 

Wheels within wheel ; £z e k i s l ! like to thine ! 

Like thine> it feems a viiion or a dream ; 

Though Jeetit we labour to believe it ttm! 

What involution ! what extent ! what fwarttis 

Of worlds, that laugh at Earth i immenfely great ! 

ImmenTdy diftant from each other's fpheres ! 

What, then, the wond'rous ^dce thro* which they roll? 

At once it quite ingulphs all human thought ; 

'Tis comprehenfion's abfoldtc defeat. 

Nor think thou feeft a wild cUforder here ; 
Through this illuftrious chaos to the fight. 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reign. 
The path prefcrib'd, inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the lawlefs Tallies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
What knots are ty'd ! how foon are th^ difiblv*d» 
And fet the feeming marry'd planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confufion unconfus'd ! nor lefs admire 
This tumult nntumultuousr ; all On wing \ 
In motion, all! yet what profound repofe ! 
What fervid a&ion, yet no noife ! as aw'd 
To filencc, by the prefence of their LORD ; 
Or huih'd by His command, in love to man. 
And bid let fall foft beams on human refl, 
Reftlefs themfelves. On yon cserulean plain^ 
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In exultatiba to Tlfeir GOD, and Thme, 
They daiice> they iing eternal jubilee* 
Eternal celebration of His praife. 
£^t, iince their Seng arrives not at our ear,' 
TlHi^Dance perplex'd exhibits to the fight 
Vi^xHiertfgijfphic of His pecrleis power. 
Mark, how the Labyrintbian turns they take* 
The circles intricate* and myftic maze* 
Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence ; 
To Gods, how great ! how legible to Man ! 

Leaves fo much wonder greater Wonder ftill ? 
Where are the pillars that fupport the fides ? 
What more than Atkmteak ihoulder props 
Th' incun^nt load ? What magic* what ftrange art^ 
In fluid air thefe ponderous orbs fudains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains ?«-^ 
And ib they are ; in the high will of heaven* 
WHch fixes all ; makes adamant of air* 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought* 
Oii nought of all ; \£ fucb the dread decree* 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The Ninofl: gigantic fons of eartJi* the broad 
And tow'ring Alpt^ all toil into the (ba ; 
And, light as down* or volatile as air* 
Their bulks enormous^ dancing on the waves* 
In time* and meafure, exquiiite ; while all 
The winds, in emubwion of the fpheres. 
Tune their fonorous inib: oments aloft ; 
The concert fwell* and animate tke ball. 
Would this appear amazing ? What* then* worlds^ 
In a far thinner element (aftain'd* 
And adting ^e fame part* with greater ^^11]* 
More rapid movement* and for nobleft Bnds ? 

K 4 More 
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More eh^ious ends to p^ls, are not thefe ftars 
The feats maje(Uc> proud imperial thrones* 
On which angelic delegates of heaven^ 
Ax, certain periods, as the Sovereign nods, 
Difcharge high trofb of Vengeance^ or of L^mt ; 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand deiign. 
And adls moft (blemn ftill more folemnize ? 
Ye Citizens of air ! what ardent thanks. 
What full effufion of the grateful heart. 
Is due from man indulg'd in fuch a fight ! 
A fight fo noble ! and a fight fo kind ! 
It drops WW truths at ev*ry tuw furvey ! 
Feels not Lorenzo fomething ftir within. 
That fweeps away all period ? As thefe fpheres 
Meafure duration, they no lefs infpire 
The Godlike hope of ages without end. 
The boundlefs Space^ through which thefe rovers take 
Their reftlefs roam, fuggefts the fifler thought 
Of boundlefs Time. Thus, by kind Naiure^s ikill. 
To man un-labour'd, that important gueft^ 
Eternity, finds entrance at the Sight: 
And an Eternity , for man ordain M, 
Or thefe his deflin'd midnight counfellors. 
The Stars, had never whifper'd it to man* 
Nature informs, but ne'er in/ults, her fons. 
Could fhe then kindle the moft ardent wifh 
To difappoint it ?-P.That is blafphemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a fecond article. 
Momentous, as th' exiftence of a GOD, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought; 
And thou may'ft read thy Soul immortal. Here* 

Here, then, Lorenzo ! on thefe glories dwell; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof, 
Ths^t calls the wretched Qaj.xo dark delights* 

AJfemhlies f 
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AJfemhlies /*— -This is one divinely bright; 
Hertf on-endanger'd in health, wealth, or fame. 
Range through the ^reft, and the Sultan fcom. 
Hi, wife as Tbou^ no Grefcent holds fo fair. 
As that, which on his tnrbant awes a world ; 
And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A nund fuperior to the charms of Power* 
Thoinnuffled in delnfions of this life ! 
Can yonder Moon turn ocean in his bed. 
From fide to fide, in conflant ebb, and flow. 
And purify from flench his watry realms ? 
And fails her mwal influence ? wants fhe power 
To turn Lorenzo's flubbom tide of thought 
From fbignating on Earths infected fhore. 
And purge from nuifance his corrupted h^art? 
Fails her attraction when it draws to heaven ? 
Nay, and to what thou valu*fl more, Eartbh joy ? 
Minds elevate, and panting for Unfeen, 
And defecate from Se^fi9 alone obtain 
Full relifh of exiflence un-dcflower*d. 
The Lift of ]^, the Zeft oif worldly blifs : 
All elfe on earth amount8«->to what \ To nis: 
•* Bad to be Suffer* d\ Blessings to be Left:** 
Earth's richefl inventory boafts no more. 

Of higher fcenes be, then, the call obey'd. 
O let me gaze !««-Of gazing there's no end. 
O let me think !«— Thought too is wilder'd hire\ 
In mid-way flight imagination tires ; 
Yetibon re-prunes her wing to foar anew. 
Her point unable to forbear, >or gain ; 
So great the pleafure, fo frofiund the plan ! 
A banquet, diis* where men, and angels» meet, 
]^t the f^fne Mama, mingle earth, and heaven. 

How 
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How diftant fome of diefe nodsmal fims ! 

So diftant (fays the ikge) 'twere not abfurd 

To doubt, if beams, fet out at Natmri^s births 

Are yet arriv'd at this io foreign world ; 

Though nothing half fo rapid as their fiight» 

An eye of awe and wonder let me rolU 

And rollyw- ever : Who can fatiate fight 

Infucb a fcene ? in fuch an ocean wide 

Of deep ailoniihment f where depdi, height, httsuUm^ 

Are loft in their extremes^ and where to count 

The thick-fown glories in this field of fire» 

Perhaps a SerapJ/i computation fails. 

Now, go, jimbition / boaft thy boundless mi^ 

In conqueft, o*er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles. 
To give his tott'ring haxk a folid bafe. 
Why call for lefs than is already thine I 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a Miracle /^— 'Tis a reproach^ 
^Tis an implicit fatire, on mankind % 
And while it/atisfas, k tenfitres too. 
To common fenfe, great Nature's courfe prddaiiitt 
A DEITY : When mankind falls afiecp, 
A Miracle is fent, as an alaian ; 
To wake the world, and prove Him o'er again» 
By recent argument* but not more y?n»f^. 
Say, which imports more plentitbde of power» 
Or nature's laws to/jp, or to repeal? 
To taake 2l fun, or ^^op hist mid career i 
To countermand his order£> and fend back 
The flaming courier to the frighted E^^ 
Warm'd, and aftoniih'dti at his ev'ning ray f 
Or bid the iWip<w, as with her journey tir'd. 
In Jjakn*& foft, flow'ry vale repofe I 

' Great 
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Great things are thefe; (BlI greater, to create. - 

From Adam's bow'r look down thro* the Whole train 

Of miracles ;-*.refiftlefs is their pow*r ? 

They do not, com not, iifiore amaze the mind. 

Than this, calt*d un-miracolous furvey. 

If duly weigh 'd, IfrattMally feert. 

If fecn widi Jbumifi eyes. The Mntft, indeed. 

Sees nougfht bat SpangUs here ; the FnoU no more. 

Say'ft thou, « The conrfe i}f Nature governs all V* 

The Courfi of NtUure is the Art of GOD. 

The miracles thon cairH for. This atteft; 

For fay, could Natur§ Nature* t coujtfe cdntroul ? 

But, miracles apart, who fees HIM not, 
JVtf/«r^'s CoNTROULER, AtJTHOR, GtjiDE, and £ni> ? 
Who turns his eye on Naturi*p midnight face. 
But muft inquire-^'* What hand behind the fcene, 
*' What arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling globes 
** In motion, and wound up the vail machine ? 
*' Who rounded in hife palm thefe fpacious orbs ? 
«* Who bowl'd them flaming thro* the dark profound, 
" Num'rous as glitt'ring gems of morning-dew, 
'« Or fparks from populous cities in a blaze, 
'* And fet the bofom of Old Night on fire ? 
*» Peopled her defart, and made horror fmile ?•* 
Or, if the military ftyle delights thee, 
(For liars have fought their battles, leagu'd with man) 
" Who marlhals this bright hoft? Enrolls their names? 
** Appcnnts their pofls, their marches, and returns, 
'« Pundlua], at flated periods ? who diibands 
** Thefe vet'ran troops, their final duty done> 
" If e'er difbanded ?"— HE, whofe potent word. 
Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firfl their powers 
Jn Night's inglorious empire, where they flept 
In leds of darknels : ann'd them with fierce flames. 

Arranged, 
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Arranged, and dHciplin'd, and doath'd in gold ; 

And call'd them oot of Chaos to the fields 

Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 

O let us join this army ! joining thefe^ 

Will give ns hearts intrepid, at that hour. 

When brighter flames fliall cut a darker night ; 

When thefe ibrong demonftrations of a GOD 

Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their fpheres. 

And one eternal curtain cover all ! 

Struck at that thought, as new awak'd, I lift 

A more enlighten'd eye, and read the ftars 

To man ftiU more propitious ; and their aid 
(Though guiltlefs of idolatry) implore ; 

Nor longer rob them of tlieir nobleil name* 

O ye Dividers ofwf Time! Ye bright 

Accomptants of my days, and months, and years. 

In your fair Kalendar diftin^y mark'd ! 

Since that authentic, radiant regiHer, 

Though man infpefls it not, ibnds good againil him ; 

Since Tout and years, roll on, tho' man fiands (till $ 

Teach me my days to number, and apply 

My trembling heart to Wi/dom ; now beyond 

All fhadow of excufe for fooling on. 

Age fmooths our path to prudence ; fweeps afide 

The fnares keen Appetite^ and paffion, fpread 

To catch dray fouls ; and woe to that grey head, 

Whofe folly would undo, what Age has done ! 

Aid then, aid, all ye ftars ! — Much rather, THOU, 

Great ARTIST ! Thou, whofe finger fet aright 

Thisexquifite Machine ^ with all its Wheels, 

Though intervolv'd, exaft; and pointing out 

Life's rapid, and irrevocable flight. 

With fuch an Index fair, as none can mifs. 

Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it }s clos'd, 
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Open mine eye, dread DEITY ! to read 
The ucit dodrine of thy works ; to fee 
Things as they tire, un-alter'd through the glafi 
Of worldly wiihes. Time, Eternity ! 
('Tis thefe, mif-meafur'd, ruin all fflankind) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them both 
In equal fcale^ and learn their various weight. 
Let Timg appear a Moment, as it is ; 
And let Etemity*s full orb, at once. 
Turn on my foul, and ftrike it into heaven. 
When (hall I (ee far more than charms me now?' 
Gaze on creation's model in Thy breaft 
UnveilM, nor wonder at the tranfcript more ? 
When this vile, foreign, duft, which fmothers all 
That travel Earth^^ deep vale, fhall I fhake off? 
When (hail my fbnl her incarnation quit. 
And, re-adopted to thy bled embrace. 
Obtain her Afotbeofis in THEE ? 

Doft think, Lorenzo, this is wand'ring wide ? 
No, 'tis dire^Uy flriking at the mark ; 
To wake thy dead Demotion • was my point ; 
And how I blefy Night's confecrating (hades. 
Which to a Temple xxxm an Univer/e; 
Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven. 
And antidote the peflilential earth ! 
In ev'ry ftorm, that either frowns, or falls. 
What an afylum has the foul in pray'r ! 
And what a Pane is This, in which to pray ! 
And what a GOD muft dwell in fach a Fane ! 
O what a genius mufl inform the ikies ! 
And is Lorenzo's ialamander-heart 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid thefe facred fires ? 
O ye npftumal fparks ! Ye glowing embers. 
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On heav'n's broad heartk ! who burn* or barn no more. 
Who blaze* or die, as Great JEHOVAH's breath 
Or blows you, or forbears j affiil my fong ; 
Pour your whole influence ; exorcife his hear^ 
So long pofleft ; and bring him back to Man, 

And is Lo R B N zo a demurrer /i7/ ^ 
PrUe in thy parts provokes thee to conteft 
7ra/i&/,* which, conteded* put thy Parts to ihamtf* 
Nor fhame they more Lorenzo's Head than Heart, 
A/aitifle/s heart, how defpicably fmall ! 
Too ftreight, aught great, or gen'rous, to receive ! 
Fill'd with an atom I fill'd, and foul'd, with Sil/f 
And Self miftaken I Self, that lafts an hour ! 
Injiiniis and Pajftotts, of the nobler kind# 
Lie fu£focated there ; or They alone, 
Reafon apart, would wake high hope ; and open^ 
To ravifli'd thought, that Intelkaual iphere, - 
Where, Order^ Wi/dom, Goodne/s^ Promidmc$, 
Their eodlefs miracles of love difplay. 
And promife all the truly great defire. 
The mind that would be hafpy^ moSiht great %, 
Great, in its 'wijhes \ great, in xX'^/uru^Sm 
Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 
Pufh out its corrugate, expaniive make. 
Which, ere long, more than planets ihall embrace* 
A man of Compa/s makes a man of Worth ; 
Di<vine contemplate, and become Di<vine» 

As man was made for glory, and for blifsi, 
Alljittlenefs is in apprpach to woe ; 
Open thy bofom, fet thy wifhes wide, . 
And let in Manhood; let in Happinefs ; 
Admit the houndlefs theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to 9OD ; which makes % Man^ 
Take GOD from Nature, nothing great is left; 

Man*5 
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Man*s mind U in a pit« and nothiBg fees ; 
Man's heart ia in a jakes^ and loves the mire* 
Emerge from thy profound; ered thine eye ; 
Zee thy diilreis 1 how clofe art thon befiegM ! 
Befieg'd by Nature, the prond fceptic's foe ! 
Inclos'd by thefe innumerable worlds. 
Sparkling convi6don on the darkefl mind» 
As in a golden net of Paovidencb. 
How art thou cai^ht* fure captive of beHef 1 
From this thy bleft captivity, what art^ 
What blafphemy to reafon» fets thee free ! 
This fcene is hcav'n's indulgent violence: 
Canft thou bear up againft this tide of glory f 
What is earth bofbm'd ia tliefe ambient orbs. 
But, faith in GOD imposed, and prels'd on mas ? 
Dar'ft thou dill litigate thy defp'rate eaufi. 
Spite of thefe numerous, aweful, 'witneffes^ 
And doubt the defafiiiou of the fkies ? 
O how laborious b thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious 1 'tis imfrttSUabU quite ; 
To fink beyond a tkubt^ in this debate. 
With all his weight of wifdom and of wjII. 
And crime ^gitious, I defy a fooL 
Some wifh they did\ but m man MJh£lie<vee. 
COD is a Spirit ; Spirit cannot ftrike ' 

Thefe grofs, material organs ; GOD by man 
As much is ieen, as Man a GOD can fee. 
In thefe aftonifhing exploits of power. 
What order, beauty, motion, diftance, fize! 
Concertion of defign, how exquifite ! 
How complicate, ui their divine police ! 
Apt me^ms ! great ends ! confent to general good 1— 
Each attribute of thefe material gods, 
• So long {ztA that with fpecious pleas) ador'd^ 

A fep'rate 
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A fep'rate conqoeft gains o*er rebel thought ; 
And leads in trimnph the whole mind of man. 

Lor e nzo ! this may- feem hartrngue to thee } 
Such all is apt to feern^ that thwarts oar will* 
And dofl thou, then, demand zfimpU proof 
Of this great mailer moral of the ikies, 
Unikiird, or dif-indin'd, to read it there? 
Since 'tis the bafis, and all drops without it. 
Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 
^ucb proof iniifts on an attentive ear; 
'Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts. 
And, for thy notice, druggie with the world. 
Retire ;•— the nuorld ihut out ;— -thy thoughts call home *f^ 
Imagination^ % airy wing reprefs ;— 
Lock up thy Senfes ;— let no PaJJton iKr ;— 
Wake all to Reafin ;-— let her reign alone ; 
Then, in thy Souf% deep filence, and the depth 
OfiViofiir^'siilence, midnight, thus inquire. 
As / have done ; and ihall inquire no more. 
In nature's channel^ thus the queftions run. 

*' What am I ? and from Whence /^— *I nothing know, 
^ But that I am ; and, fince I am^ conclude 
•* Something Eternal: Had there e'er been Nought, 
** Nought itill had been : Eternal there muft be.— 
• •« But what eternal ? — Why not Human Race? 
** And Adam's anceilors without an end ?-^ 
*« That's hard to be concciv'd ; iince ev'ry link 
«^ Of that long-chain'd fucceffion is (6 fraU ; 
*' Can ev'ry Fart depend, and not the Whole ? 
*^ Yet grant it true ; new difficulties rife; 
** I'm itill quite out at fe^ ; nor iee the flxore. 
«* Whence Earth, and thefe bright Orhs f^^Etemat too ?— 
*« Grant Matter was eternal ; ftill thefe Orhs 
ft Would want fome other father ;— much defign 

% «' Is 
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^< Is feen in all their Motions , all their Makes; 
« Defigtt implies Intelligence, and Art ; 
«« That can't be from Themfehes'-^-OT Man; That art 
** Man fcarce can comprehend^ could man befhnv I 
*' And nothing greater yet allow'd than Man^-^ 
«* Who, Motion, foreign to the fmalleft grainy 
•♦ Shot through vaft maifes of enormous weight ? 
** Who bid brute Matter*s reftive lump aiTume 
^ Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly i 
f * Has matter innate motion ? then each atom, 
** AiTerting its indifputable right 
•* To dance, would form an univerfe of duft t 
" Has matter none f Then whence thefe glorious forms 
'^ And boondlefs flights, from Shapelefs, and Reposed? 
** Has matter more than motion ? Has it thought* 
** Judgment, and genius ? Is it deeply leam'd 
*' In Mathematics f • Has it fram'd futh laws, 
<' Which but to guefs, a Newton made immortal ?-^ 
*< If fo, how each fage atom laughs at me» 
^ Who think a Clod inferior to a Man ! 
*' If art, to form ; and counfel, to condufl ; 
«* And that with greater far, than human (kill ; 
«' Refides not in each block ;-*a GODHEAD reign^.-i- 
** Grant, then, inviflble, eternal, MIND ; 
« That granted, all is folv'd*-^But> granting that* 
« Draw I not o'er me a ftill darker cloud ? 
*' Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive I 
«' A being without origin, or end !— 
« Hail, human liberty ! There is no GOD— 
«» Yet, Why ? On either fcheme that knot fubfifts ; 
<« Subfifl it muft, in GOD> or Human Race ; 
** If in the laft, how many knots beiide, 
" Indiflbluble all ?— Why chufe it There^ 
«< Where, chofen, flill fubfiil ten thoufand more I 
Vol. hi. L ^ Rejca 
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<' Rejeft 2t» where. That choTen* all the reft 

** DifpersMy leave Ria/on*9 whole horizon clear ? 

<' This is not reafon's difUte ; lU^ fays, 

" Clofe with the fide where Om grain turns dif fcale ; 

" What vaft preponderance is here I can reafon 

" With louder voice exclaim— ^^A>i;/ a GOD ^ 

** And Rea/iM heard, is the fole mark of man. 

'< What things impoifible muft man think true^ 

'' On any other Tyftem ! and how ftrange 

*' To difielievi, through mere credulity !" 

Ify in this chain. Lore Kzo finds no flaw* 
Let it for ever bind him to Belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
And, if a GOD there is, that GOD how great I 
How great that Pow'r, whofe providential care 
Thro' thefe bright orbs' dark centres darts a ray ! 
Of Nature uniyerfal threads the whole ! 
And hangs Creation, like a precious gem* 
Though little, on the footftool of his throne ! 

That little gem« how large ! A w^iight let £U1 
From a fixt flar, m agei can it reach 
This difbnt Earth / Say, then, LoaiNZO ! where^ 
Where, ends this mighty building i Where, begin 
The fuburbs of Creation ? Where, the wall 
Whofe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-exiflence ! Nothim o's ftrange abode ! 
Say, at what point of fpace JEHOVAH dropped 
His ilacken'd Line, and laid his Balance by; 
Weigh'd Worlds, and meafur'd Infimte, no more ? 
Where, rears His terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head ? and fays, to gods^ 
In charadkers illuftrious as the fun, 

I ft and, the plants froud feriod 1 1 prenounct 

Tit nwrk accmplijh*di tht Qre^mchs^d: 

Shut, 
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Shcut, all ye gmb t wrfiout ye gods abne ; 
Of all that U^ves^ ^> if inmd of Ufif,, 
That ft^/lt^ or raUs, ye kvghfs^ and dtpibs ri/hmdf 
Refiund '! refoundf yt dtpths^ and hHghUy rtfound I 
Hwd axe tho£» queftioos !-*i^Aniw<r bardtr iiill. 

Is This the ible exploit^ the iingle buth> 

The folitary Ton of Fvw^t Divine f 

Or has th' Almighty FATHER,, with a bseaUA*. 

Impregnated die womb of diftant Space f 

Has He not fal4 in various provinaes^ 

Brotker-Creations the dark bowels bor^ 

Of Night primxval ; barren^ now> no mofie t 

And He the central fon, tran^ierciBg all 

Thofe Giant-Generaiionu which difport 

And dance, as Motes, m his meridian ray; 

That ray withdrawn, benighttfd, or abfQrb'<t 

In that Ahyfi of Honror^ whence they ^rong l 

While Chaos triun^hsA repoflefi of all 

Rival Creation raviih'd from his thit)kid ? 

Ch aos \ of Nature both the won^^ and g^ve t 
Think'ft thou my fcheme» LanfiNza, Kjpreads tdp widftf 

Is this extra/vagant ^*— No; this inju^l 

Jaft, in QO^.e&Hre% though 'twere faUe mfaS* 

If 'tis an error, 'tis an error fprung 

Prom noble root, high thought of the MOST-HIGH* 

But wherefore error I Who can prove it fiich?<^— 

He that can fet Omkipotence a bound. 

Can mufk amdve beyond what G09 can do/ 

Nothing, but quite Impqjpble is hard 

He fummons into being, with like eafe> 

A whole CreatioH,^ and a fingle Grain* 

Speaks he the word i a thoufand worlds are bom ! 

A Thoufand worlds ? there's fpace for Millions more a 

And in what fpace can his great Fiat fiul i 

h z Comjemn 
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Condemn me not, cold critic I but indulge 

The wann Imagi/uui&m : Why condemn ? 

Why n6t indulge fnch thoughts, as fwell our hearts 

With fuller admiration of That Power, 

Who gives our hearts with fuch high thoughts to fwell I 

Why not indulge in His augmented praife ? 

Darts not His glory a ftill brighter ray. 

The lefs is left to Chaos, and the realms 

Of hideous Night, where Fancy ftrays aghaft ; 

And, though moft taUtative, makes no report f 

Still feems my thought enormous ? Think again;— 
Experience 'felf ihall aid thy lame belief. 
Glajfes (that revelation to the fight !) 
Have they not led us in the deep difclofe 
Of fine-fpun Nature, exquifitely^tf//. 
And, though demonftrated, (till iU-conceint^dt 
I( then, on the reverie, the mind wodd mount 
In Magnitude, what mind can mount too far. 
To keep the balance, and creation poife f 
DefeS alone can err on fuch a theme ; 
"What is too great, if we the Caufe furvey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT! Thou, Thou art all! 
My foul flies up and down in thoughts of The B, 
And finds herfelf but at the centre fiill ! 
I AM, thy name ! Exiftence, all Thim own ! 
Creation^i nothing; flatter'd- much, if ftyl'd 
«* The thin, the fleeting Atmofphere of GOD.*' 

O for the voice— of what ? of whom ? — ^What voice 
Can anfwer to my wants, in/uch afcent. 
As dares to deem one univerfe too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fancy glows, 
Fir'd in the vortex of Almighty power) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 
Of univerfal Nature, as a fpeck> 

Like 
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^ike fair Britannia in our little ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious^ for its fize» . 
But> elfewhere, far out-meafarM, far outfhone ? 
In Fancy (forthe/ii<ff beyond us lies) 
Canft thou not figure it, an IJU^ almoft 
Too fmall for notice^ in the Vaft of being; 
Sever'd by mighty feas of im-buih fpacc 
From other realms ; from ample Continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Lefs Northern^ lefs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the Line oftheSupRBMs; 
Where fouls in excellence make hafte, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of Human worth, but ripen foon to gods ? 

Yet why drown Fan(y in fuch depths as thefe ? 
Return, prefumptuous rover ! and confefs 
The bounds of man; nor blame them, as too fmall. 
Enjoy we not full fcope in what is feen ? 
Full ample the dominions of the fun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide. 
The matchlefs monarch, from his flaming throne^ 
Lavifh of luflre, throws his beams about him. 
Farther, and fafler, than a thought can fly. 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! , 
This Heliopolisy by greater far. 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nikt was built ; 
And He alone, who built it, can deflroy. 
Beyond this City 9 why flrays human thought ? 
One wonderful, enough for man to know ! 
One infinite ! enough for man to range I 
One firmament, enough for man to read I 
O what voluminous inflrudion here ! 
What page of wiidom is deny'd him ? None ; 
If learning his phief leiTon makes him wife* 

L 3 Nor 
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Nor 15 InftruBioH, here, our oidy gtin ; 
There dwells a no\As.fatbos in the fldes» 
Which warms oar pafiions, jMofely tes our heftim 
How eloquently ihines the glowing pole ! 
With what authority it gives ks charge* 
Remonflrating great truths in ^le iablisM^ 
Though filent, loud ! heard earth around ; abore 
The planets heard; and not unheaidin hdl; 
Hill has her wonder, though too proud to praife* 
Is Earthy then, more infernal ? Has ibe thofc* 
Who neither /m^ (Lorenzo !) notikimhvP 

Lorenzo's admiratioD, pre-engi^'d. 
Ne'er afk'd the Moon one queftion; never kel4 
Leaft correfpondence with a fingie ilar; 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the J^mr of Hiwoen 
Walking in brightnefs ; or her train ador'd* 
Their fuhlunary rivals have long fince 
Engrofs'd his whole devotion ; St»rs malign^ 
Which made the fond Aftnmomer jam mad i 
Darken his inteUe&y corrupt his heart \ 
Caufe him to facrifice his fame and peace 
To momentary madnefe, cali'd delight. 
Idolater, more grofs than. ever kifs'd 
The lifted hand to Luna, or poqr'd out 
The blood to Jove !— O THOU, to whom belongs 
AU facrifice ! O Thou Great Jovs nnfeign'd ! 
Divine Instructor! Thy /ry? volume, fto. 
For Ma»'s perufal; All in Capitals ! 
In Mooft, and Stars (heav'n's golden alphabet !) 
Emblaz'd to feize the fight ; who runs, may read; 
Who reads, can underftand. "Hs unconfin'd 
To Qbriftian land, or Je^ry ; faiiiy writ. 
In language univerfal, to Mankind : 
A IfM^gaage, Lofty to ^c Icam'd : yet Plain 

To 
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To thofe that feed the flock, or gmde the plough. 
Or, from his hoik, flrike out the bounding grain* 
A language, worthy the Gas at MINDi that fpeaiu I 
Prtface, and Comment g to the Sacn^ Page I 
Which oft refers its reader to the ikies. 
As pre-fappofing his £rft leAm theret 
And Scripture felf a Fragment^ Thai unread* 
Stupendous book of wifdom, to the wife ! 
Stupendous book ! and open'd. Night ! by Thee» 

By Thee mmh open'd, I confefs, O Vigbt I 
Yet more I wifli; but h9^ (hall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Hight f whofe modeft, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and prefent 
The world's great pifiure foften'd to the fight; 
Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent Itill, 
Say, thou, whofe mild dominion's filver key 
Unlocks our hemifphere, and fets to view 
Worlds beyond number ; worlds conceal'd by day 
Behind the proud, and envious ilar of noon ! 
Canft thou not draw a deeper fceneP— >And ihew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thefe rich Regalia pompouily difplay'd 
To kindle that high hope ^ Like him of Uz» 
I gaze around ; I fearch on ev'ry fide-^ 
O for a glimpfe of HIM my foul adores I 
As the chas'd hart, amid the defart wafte. 
Pants for the living fbeam ; for HIM who made hstf 
So pants the thirfty foul, amid the blank 
Of fublunary joys. Say, goddefs ! Where ? 
Where, blazes His bright court ? Where bums His throne f 
Thou know'fli for Thou art near Him ; by Thee, round 
His grand pavilion, facred fame reports 
The fable curtain drawn. If not, can hono 
0f thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wing» 

L4 Wh^ 
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Who travel far, dUcorer where He dwells ? 
A Star His dwelling pointed out Mow, 
Ye FUioiks ! Arawrus I Mazaroth / 
And thou, Orion ! of ftill keener eye ! 
Say ye, who gnide the wilder'd in the waves. 
And biing them out of tempefl into port ! 
On which handmuft I bend my courfe to find Him^ 
Thefe courtiers keep the fecret of their KING ; 
I wake whole nights, in vain, to fteal it from them. 
I wake ; and, waking, climb Night^s radiant fcale^ 

From fphere to fphere ; the fteps by nature fet 
For man's afcent ; at once to tempt and aidi 

To temft his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought ; > 

Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 
In ardent Contemplation* a rapid car. 

From Earth, as from my barrier, I fet out. 

How fwift I mount ! Diminifh'd Eart/f recedes ; 

I pafs the Moon ; and, from her farther fide. 

Pierce heav'n's blue curtains ftrike into Remote*, 

Where, with his lifted tube, the fubtil fage 

His artificial, airy journey takes. 

And to Celeftial lengthens Human fight« 

I paufe at ev'ry Planet on my road. 

And afk for HIM who gives their orbs to rdl. 

Their foreheads fair to ihine. From S a t u a n 's ring^ 

In which, of Earths an army might be lofl^ 

With the bold Comet, take my bolder flight. 

Amid thofey^V^i^isr glories of the ikies> 

Of independaot, native luftre, proud ; 

The fouls of fyHems ! and the lords of life. 

Thro' their wide empires !-^What behold I now ? 

A wildemefs of wonder burning round; 

Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres ; 

Perhaps the viVAv of defending gods ; 

Nor 
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^or halt I Here ; my toil is but begun ; 

»Tis but the threfliold of the DEITY ; 

Or, far beneath it> I am groveling fHll. 

Nor is it ftrange ; I built on a miftake ; 

The grandeur of his works, whence /oily fought 

Por aidy to reajM fets his glory higher ; 

Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him) 

O where, Lorenzo 1 muft the Builder dwell ? 

Paufe, then ; and, for a moment^ here refpire— 
If human thought can keep its fbttion Here. 
Where am I ?— Where is Earth /*— Nay, where art Thou, 
O Sun^^^ls the fun tum'd reclufe ? — And are 
His boafted expeditions (hort to Mine /^«* 
To mine, how Ihort ! On Nature's Jlfs I ftand. 
And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath ! 
A thoufand fyftems ! as a thoufand grsdns ! 
So much a ilranger, and fo late arriv'd. 
How can man's cuiious fpirit not enquire^ 
What are the natives of this world fublime. 
Of this fofbreign, un-terrefbial fphere. 
Where mortal, untranfiated, never ftray'd? 

" O ye, as difiant from my little home, 
** As fwifteft fun-beams in an age can fly ! 
" Far from my native element I roam, 
'* In queft of New, and Wonderful, to man. 
" What province This, of HiJ immenfe domain, 
" Whom All obeys ? Or mortals here,, or gods ? 
** Ye bord'rers on the coafts of blifs I what are you ? 
•* A colony from heav*n ? Or, only rais'd, 
'' By frequent viiit from heav'n's neighbouring realms, 
«* To fecondary gods, and half divine ?— 
" Whate'er your nature. This is paft difpute, 
*' Far other life you live, far other tongue 
f* Yott talk> far other thought, perhaps, you think, 

«' Than 
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" Than man. How various are the works of God ! 

** But ray> What thought ? Is Riafiu here iothron'd, 

^ And abfolute ? Or Sem/e in arms againfl her ? 

** Have yon Two lights ? Or need yon no revtaPdf 

'* Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? 

^ And had yoar Edbn an abftemiotis Evft ? 

^ Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree* 

« And aik their Ad ams— << Wb§ tv&uU Mot hi ntntft f^ 

'' Or> if your mother y^/i^ are ydn redetm*df 

«« And if redeem'd— is your Redeemer ^^wwV/ 

** Is This your final refidence? If not, 

*' Change you your fcene> Tranflated f Or by DuUh ? 

** And if by Dtatb ; What Death /'-^•Know you Difia/e f 

«* Or horrid ^^r^— With war, this fetal hour, 

^ EuROPA groans (fo call we a (mall field, 

'« Where kings run mad). In Our world, Diath deputes 

<^ Intemperance to do the work of Age ; 

** And hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 

<' As flow of Execution, for difpatch 

** Sends forth Imperial butchers ; bids them flay 

«* Their flicep (the filly iheep they fleeced before)^ 

«' And tofs him twice ten thoufand at a meaL 

*< Sit all j0«r executioners on thrones ? 

«' Wich^0«, can rage for plunder make a god ? 

'* And hloodjhed wafli out ev'ry other flain ?— 

** But You, perhaps, can't bleed: From matter groft 

«* Your Spirits cle9h, are delicately clad 

'« In fine-fpun iEther, privileged to ibar, 

** Unloaded, uninfcdled ; How unlike 

« The lot of man I How few of human race 

*' By their own m«^ unmurder'd ! How we wa^ 

** Self- war eternal ! — Is your painful day 

« Of hardy confliA o'er ? Or, are you fHll 

«' Raw candidates at fchool ? And have you thoie 

2 <' Who 
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•« ¥/ho difafiea lUverfions^ as with Us ^— 

*« But what zxtWe^ You never heard ofMsm ; 

«« Or Earth, the Bedlam of the univerfe ! 

'« Where Reafon (un-difeasM with You) runs mad> 

** And nurfes FoUy*^ children as her ^nvn ; 

'* Fond of the fbuleft. In the facred mount 

*' Of Holine/s, where reafon is pronotfnc'd 

'« Infallible ; and thunderty like a god ; 

<' Ev'ii /^^rr, by ^a^»//y the D^tmons are outdone ; 

<* What Thefe tlxink wrong, our ^mnts refine to rights 

'« And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts ; 

** Satan, inftru£led> o'er their morals fmiles.— - 

** But This, how ftrange to You, who know not Man i 

« Has the leaft rumour of our race arriv'd I 

^* Qi^^here Elijah inhis flaming car? 

** Paft by you the good Enoch, on his road 

« To thofe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd ; 

*' Who bruihM, perhaps, your fphere in his defcen^ 

** Stain'd your pure cryftal ^thcr, or let fell 

^' A (hort eclipfe from his portentous (hade ? 

** O ! that the fiend had lodg'd on fome broad orb 

** Athwart his way ; nor reach'd his prefent home, 

•* Then blacken'd Earth with footfteps foul'd in hell, 

<* Nor wa(h'd in Ocean, as from Rome he pail 

« To B R I T A I N 's ifle ; too, too, confpicuous There /*** 

But this is all digrefiion : Where is He, 
That o'er heav'n's battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, and chains, and darknefs ? Where is He^ 
Who fees creation's fummit in a vale ? 
He, Whom, while maii is Man, he can't but feek ; 
And if he finds, commences more than man ? 
O for a telefcope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam'd on Earth i or bleft Jho^e / 
ye fearching, ye Newtonian angels ! tell. 

Where, 
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Where^ your Great Master's orb ? His planets, wheie ? 

Thofc cen/cious Satellites, thofc Morning ftars, 

Firft-born of DEITY ! from central love» 

By veneration noH profound, thrown off; 

£y fweet attraction, no lefs ftrongly drawn ;. 

wfwV, and yet raptured i raptured, ytl ferenei 

Paft thought illuibious, but with borrow'd beams ; 

In ilill approaching circles, ftiU remotey 

Revolving round the fun's eternal Sirb ? 

Or fent, iA lines dire£l, on embaffies 

To nations— in what latitude ?— Beyond 

Tcrreftrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 

High errands fent ?*»Here human effort ends ; 

And leaves me ftill a ibranger to His throne. 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my road» 
Born in an age more Curious than Devout ; 
More fond to £x the place of heav'n, or hell» 
Than iludious this to ihun, or that fecure. . 
Tis not the curious^ but the pious path. 
That leads me to my point : Lorenzo I Iqpow^ 
Without or Story or Angel, for their guide» 
Who worfhip GOD, QxsJUfnd hkn^ Humble LoviM 
And not proud Reafin, keeps the door of heav'n ^ 
Love finds admiflion> where proud Science fiuls* 
Man's- fcience is the culture of his heart ; 
And not to lofe his plumbet in the depths 
Of Nature^ or the more profound of GOD* 
Either to know, is an attempt that fets 
The wjfeft on a level with the fooL 
To fathom Nature (Hi-attempted Here !) 
Fail doubt is deep philofophy Ahove ; 
Higher degrees in blifs archangels take. 
As deeper learnM ; the deeped, learning ftill. 
For, what a thunder of omnipotence 

(So 
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(So might I dare to fpeak) is/een in AH ! 
in Mom I in Earth ! in more amazing Skies ! 

Teaching this lefTon, Pride is loth to lear n ■ 

•* Not deeply to ^i/cern, not mtub to kntnu^ 

«*^ Mankind was bom to Wonder, and Adore*'* 

And is there caufe for higher ^wonder ftiUy 
Than that which flruck us from our pad furveys f 
Yes ; and ibr deeper <adoration too. 
From my late airy travel unconfin'df — " 
Have I learn'd nothing ?— Yes, Lorenzo ! This i 
Each of thefe ilars is a religious houfe ; 
I faw their altars linoke, their incenfe rile ; 
And heard Ho/annas ring thro' tv*xy fphere^ 
lA feminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature all o'er is confearattd ground. 
Teeming with growths immortal, and divine* 
The Great P rop r ie tor's all bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing walle ; but fows thefe iiery fields 
With feeds of reafiny which to ^uiriues rife 
JBeneath His genial ray ; and, if efcap'd 
The peftilential blafts of ftubborn wi//. 
When grown mature, arc gather'd for the {ldc«. 
And is D€^oti(m thought too much on ewrtb. 
When beings, fo fuperior, homage boaftt 
And triumph in proftrations to Th e Th ron e ? 

But wherefore more of planets, or of ftars ? 
Ethereal journeys, and, difcover'd there. 
Ten thoufand worlds, ten thoufand ways devout^ 
All Neaure fending incenfe to The Throne, 
Except the bold Lo r e nzos of Our fphere ? 
Op'ning the folemn fources of my foul. 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd Erxdanus, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming fkies. 
Nor fee, of fancy 9 or of/^^, what more 

Invites 
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Invites the mufe. ■ Here turn we, and review 

Our paft noduma) landfcape wide : — Then (ay. 

Say, then LoRiKao ! with what borft of h€art> 

The whole, at once» revolving in his thought, 

Muft man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? 

^ O what a root ! O what a branch, is here ! 

«* O what a Father ! Whatafamily ! 

^ Worlds ! fyftems ! and creations !— And creationst 

<< In one agglomerated dufter, hung, 

<* • Great VINE! On Thee, on Thbb the dofter hangs; 

^ The filial elufter ! infinitely fpread 

** In glowing globes, with various being fraught ; \ 

^ And drinks (ne^Utreous draught !) immortal Ufe^ 

•« Or, ihall I fay (for who can fay enough ?) 

*' A conHellation of ten thoi^nd gems, 

<< (And, O ! of what dimenfion ! of what weight!) 

^^ Set in one Sigmtt flames on the right hand 

« Of Majesty Divine \ The kleaung Seai» 

" That deeply ftamps, on all created mind, 

** Indelible, His fovereign attributes, 

<< Omnipotence, and LovB ! 7%^, paffing bound: 

" Andf /^/, furpaffing That. Nor ft<^ we Here, 

^ For want of iVwV in GOD, but Tl>ougift in Man* 

«* Ev'n This acknowledged, leaves us flill in debt: 

«* If Greater aught. That Greater all is Thine, 

«« Dread SIRE !— Accept this Mimafure of Thee; 

" And pardon an Attempt from mortal thought, 

<< In which archangels might have fail'd, unblam^d." 

How fuch ideas of th' ALMIGHTY*s P«vV, 
And fuch ideas of th' ALMIGHTY'S Fltm, 
(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the thought 
Of feeble mortals ! 'Nor of them alone ! 
The fulnefs of the DEITY breaks forth 



* John XV. !• 



In 



THE CONSOLATION. 15 j 

In lMC9nc€i<uaiks tomen* and gods. 
Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the thought; 
How kw mud Man defcend, when Geds adore ! 
Have I not, then, accoropUih^d my proud boaft ? 
Did I not tell th^e, " • We would mount, Lorenzo ! 
«' And kindle our devotion at the Sttars P** 

And hav« IfaiPdP And did I flatter thec ? 
And art all adamant I And doft confute 
All urg'd, with one irrefragable Smile ? 
LoREKzo ! Mirth how miferabl^ hre I 
£wear by the Stwrs^ by HIM who made them, iwear» 
Thy heart, henceforth, ihall be as pure as They : 
Then Thw^ like Ti^^, fhdt^Mf ; like Them, ihall rifa 
From low to lofty ; from obfcure to bright ; 
By due gradation. Nature*^ facred law. 
The Stars, from whence ?— Aik Chaos'^Yit can tell* 
Thefe bright temptations to idolatry. 
From Darkn^Sy and Qonfufitm, took their birth ; 
Sons of Deformity / from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, firft they rofe to mafles rude ; 
And then, to fpheres opaque; Then dimly (hone; 
Then brighten'd ; Then hka'd out mfer/ea day. 
Nature delights in progrefs ; in advance 
From worfe to better ; But, when Minds aftend^ 
Progrefs, in part, depends upon themfehHs. 
Heav'n aids exertion ; Greater makes the Great; 
The 'Voluntary Lktle lefiens more* 
O be a Man ! and thou (halt be a Qod! 
And Half Self -made /«^ Ambition how divine 1 

O Thou, ambitious of difgrace alone ! 
Still undevout ? unkiudled ^— Tho' high-taught, 
SchooPd by the ikies, and pupil of the ftars ; 
Rank coward to the fafhionable world ! 

* Page 119, 1 a*. 
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Art thou aJbatiCd to bend thy knee to heaven ? 
Cnrft fame of pride> exhal'd from deeped hell ! 
Pride in Religion is man's higheft praife. 
Bent on deftra£iion ! and in love with death ! 
Not all thefe luminaries* qaench'd at once^ 
Were half (b fad, as one benighted mind. 
Which gropes for happinefs, and meets dej^air^ 
HoWy like a widow in her weeds, the liight^ 
Amid her glimmering tapers, filent fits ! 
How ibrrowful, how defolate, fhe weeps 
Perpetual dews, and faddens nature's fcene f 
A fcene more fad Sin makes the darken'd ibul« 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive. 

Tho' blind of heart, ftill open is thine eye : 
Why fuch magnificence in all thou feeftf 
Of Matter^ s grandeur, know, one end is Thi^ 
To tell the Rational, who gazes on it-— 
«« Tho* That immenfely Great, ftill Greater He, 
** Whofe breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodgc^ 
<< Unburdeti'd, nature's univerfal fcheme ; 
« Can grafp Creation wiA z Jingle thought; 
«< Creation grafp ; and not exclude its SIRE"— «- 
To tell him farther—** It behoves him much 
« To guard th* important, yet depending, fate 
** Of being, brighter than a thousand funs : 
<* One fingle ray of Thought outihines them all.*'—* 
And if man hears obedient, foon he'll fbar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing. 
His purple wing bedrop'd with eyes of gold, 
Rifing, where Thought is now deny'd to rife. 
Look down triumphant on theie dazzling fphei^s. 

Why then perfift ?— No mortal ever liv'd 
But, dying, he pronounc'd (when words are true) 
The whole that charms thee, abfolutely vain ; 

VaiDr 
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Vain> and for worfc?— Think Thou, with dying men; 

O condefctnd to think as angels think ! 

O tolerate a chance for happinefs ! 

Our nature fuch, ill choice enfures ill fate ; 

And hell had been, tho' there had been no God. 

Doll thou not know, my new aftronomer ! 

Earthy turning from the ^mt, brings night to man ? 

MoHi turning from his God^ brings endkfs night; 

Where thou canft read no morals^ find no friend. 

Amend no numners, and expedi no peace. 

How deep the darknefs ! and the groan, how loud! 

And far, how far, from lambent are the flames I—- 

Such is Lorenzo's purchafe ! Such his praife! 

The proud, the politic, Lorenzo's praife ! 

Tho' in his ear, and levelled at his heart, 

I've half read o'er the volume of the ikies. 

For think not thou haft heard all this from mei 
My fong but echoes what Great Nature (peaks. 
What has (he fpoken ? Thus the goddefs fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for cvcr-.'^** Place, at nature's head, 
** A fov'reign, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 
«< Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
** But, above all, diffufes endlefs good; 
€t f^Q wifeww, for fure redrefs, the wrong'd may fly; 
** The vile, for mercy; and the pain'd, for peace ; 
*€ 2y wlfom, the various tenants of thefe fpheres, 
** Diveriify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 
«* Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they rife, 
** Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach) 
** At that bleft fountain-head, from which they ftream ; 
<* Where conflift paft redoubles prefent joy; 
** And prefent joy looks forward on increase ; 
«' And That, on more ; no period ! ev'ry ftep 
« A double boon ! a Promi/e, and a JSh/s.'* 

Vol. m. M How 
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How tafy ftti ikt (bkeme on Hunan htam ! 
It fttits their make ; it (boUis their Tift defires ; 
PaffuB is pleas'd ; and Rta/on aflcs no more ; 
*Tis rational ! 'tis Great !— -But what i« nitte f 
It darkens ! (hocks ! excruciates ! and confounds 1 
Leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope. 
Sinking from bad to worfe ; feiv years, the fport 
Of Fortune \ theft the morfcl of Defpair. 

S2Lys then, Lorenzo I (for thou kBOW*ft it wdl) 
What's Fice ^^^Mere want of compafs in our thought* 
RtUgioM^ what f— The proof of Comftttm-fenfi. 
How art thou whootcd, where the Leafi prevails ! 
Is it my fault, if the/e Truths call thee Fdoif 
And thou fhalt never be mifeaWd by me. 
Can neither Uam^ nor Tertor^ Hand thy Friend I 
And art HixcyaftiU an infed in the mire? 
How, like thy guardian ang^l, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd thee from earth; efcofted thee thro' all 
Th' ethereal armies; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro' fplendors of firft magnitude, afrang'd 
On either hand ; clouds thit>wti beneath thy feet^ 
Clofe-cruisM on the bright paradlfe of God; 
And almoft introduc'd thee to T ft e Th ron e J 
And art thou fBU caroufing, fbf delight. 
Rank poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere frotk. 
And then fobfiding into final gall? 
To beings of fublime, immortal make. 
How (hocking is all joy, whofe end is fure ! 
Such joy, more Ihocking ftill, the more it charms! 
And doft thou chufe what ends ere well-begun j 
And infamous, as fhort ? And doft thou chufe 
(Thou^ to whofe palate Glory is fo fweet) 
To wade into perdition, thro' contempt. 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy ^w* T 
Sot 1 have peep'd into thy cover'd heart, 

a And 
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And feen it Uuih beueath a boaftfy In-dw ; 
For, by fbong 'gah*s mo£t vsotent aifiivit, 
Coniciisnc^ is bnt ii(/kikd, not ^dt^oftt* 

O thou moft AwdFtil Bdng ; «ftd morft Vak! 
TTiy will, how frail! hawgkrhus is thy power! 
Though dread Eternity has ibwii her feeds 
Of VMh aiftd wo^ in thy defpocic breaft ; 
Though heav'n, and helU depend upon diy choice ; 
A butterfly tomes croTs, and bolch aire Bed^ 
Is this the pidure of a rational f 
This horrid image, (hall it be moft jnft f 
Lorenzo! No: It cannot,<h«^d7 not, be^ 
If there is force in Riofimi or, in Stmmis 
diisaited beneath die glimpfes of the moon, 
A magic, at diis planetary hour, 
yfYitnJlumber locks the general fijs and d^reami 
Through fenieleis ina^s himt fotds un-in^^^l. 
Attend— The iacred mylleriei begin ^i^-^^^ 
My folendn Night-b&m adjttratfton hear $ 
Hear, and I'll mfe thy fpiiit fmm the diift $ 
While the fidtn gaze on ^is iiKJiantnfient ii/tw 1 
Inchantment, not Itifenud, but Divihe ! 

" By ^//n»r^»DEAtli'spiecaiiar attributes 
€« By Darkn^s, Gi^ilt's ili^vitiibl^ doom$ 
^ By Darh^, and by Silenci, fifter^ dreisid ! 
^ That draw the curtdn round KtoltT's ebOn diroM> 
«* And raife ideas, folemn as tiie icehe ! 
«< By NtGHT, and aU of aw<^, i<^ight^it(bnfi 
« To Tht^gbt, or Semfe (of awefal iniich, to bodi, 
<* The goddefs brings) ! By Thefc her ti-embling Fhr^s, 
" Lik* VfiSTA's, ever-burning; and, likfe Arr/, 
<' Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure I 
** By thefe bright orators, that fraw, and fl^aijh 
*f And preTs Owe to reyer^ the DEITY $ 

M z ^ Perhaps, 
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^ Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 

•* To reach i?is throne ; ^Aftagts of the foul, 

^ Through which, at different periods, ihe fhall pafs, 

** Kefining gradual, for her final height, 

•** And purging off fome drofs at ev'ry fphere ! 

•* By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent world ! 

''By the world's kings, and kingdoms, znoft renown'd, 

^ From fhort ambition's xenitb iet for ever ; 

«' Sad prefage to vain boafters, now in bloom i 

« By die long lift of fwift mortality, 

«' From Adam dovtrnward to this ev'ning knell, 

«* Which midnight waves in fancy*% ftartled eye ; 

'< And fhocks her with ah hundred centuries, 

*^ Round deatV% black banner throng'd, in human thought! 

<» By thoufands, »flw, refigning their laft breath, 

** And calling thee— wert thou fo wife to hear I 

«' By tombs, o'er tombs arifing ; human earth 

^ Ejedled, to make room foiw-.human earth ; 

«' The monarch's terror / and the fexton's tradt / 

^ By pompous obfequies that fhun the day, 

«* The torch funereal, and the nodding flunuf 

** Which makes poor man's humiliation proud ; 

*' Boaft of our ruin ! triumph of our duft ! 

*' By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones; 

'' And the pale lamp that fhews the ghaftly dead, 

'' Mori ghaftly, through the thick incumbent gloom ! 

«' By vifits (if thete are) from darker fcenes, 

*' The gliding fpedre I and the groaning grave ! 

« By groans, and graves, and miferies that groan 

'* For the grave's flielter I By defponding men, 

** Senfelefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt ! 

« By guilt's laft audit ! By yon moon in blood, 

•« The rocking firmament, the falling ftars, 

*^ And thunder's laft difcharge, great naturc'si knell I 
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^ By S E CON D cUfaos ; and £t b r m a l night*^'^ 
Be WISE — ^Nor let Philander blame my cbarmi 
But own not ill difcharg'd my double debt» 
Love to the living ; duty to the dead. 

For know I'm but executor ; he left 
This moral legacy ; / make it o'er 
By his command; Philander hear in me; 
And hcav'n in both.— If deaf to thefe. Oh I hear 
Flore LLo's tender voice; bis weal depends 
On thy refolve; it tremWes at thy choice; 
For his fak&— love thy/elf: example ilrikes 
All human hearts ; a had example more ; 
More ftill a Father's ; that enfures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wouldft thou prove 
Th' unnatural parent of his miferies. 
And make him curfe the being which thou gav'ft ? 
Is this the bleffing of fo fond a father ? 
If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fpare. Oh ! (pare 
Florello's father, and Phi lander's friend! 
Flore LLo's father ruin'd, ruins Him; 
And from Philander's friend the world expe£U 
A condudl, no dilhonour to the dead. 
lutt pa/Jion do^what nobler moti've fhould; 
Let love^ and emulation, rife in aid 
To reafin ; and perfuade thee to be— bleft. 

This feems not a requeft to be deny'd ; 
Yet (fuch th' infatuation of mankind !) 
*Tis the moft hopelefs, man can make to man. 
Shall I then rife, in argument, and warmth ? 
And urge Philander 's poflhumous advice» 
From topics yet unbroach'd ? ■ 
But Oh I I faint I My fpirits fail 1— Nor ftrange ! 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime ! 
To which my great Creator's glory call'd x 

M 3 And 
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And catts^^hat, now, itt vain. Skifs dewy waad 
Has ftrok'd my <koopuig fida, Mnd/romi/es 
My long arreai of reit ; tbe dtwM^ god 
(Wont to retnm with our returning puKe) 
Will pi^9 ere long, and bfefs me with r^Mjfe. 
Hafte, hafte, fweet ilrangert from the p^afimfs oot^ 
The fhip-boy's hammock, or the ibldier's 9snm, 
Whence firrow never chas'd thee ; with thee bring. 
Not hideous vifions, as of laie; bat draughtt 
Delicious of weH-tafted> cordial, reft ; 
Man's rich reftorative \ his balmy bath^ 
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in play 
The various movements of this nice machine. 
Which afks fuch frequent periods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain loutions of the day, 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding dawn ; 
Frefh we fpin on« till fichnefs clogs our wheels. 
Or death quite breaks the fpring, and motion ends* 
When will it end with me ? 

— — <' Thov only kaow'^ 
^' Thov, wbofe broad eye ^tfuture^ and the/^, 
*' Joins to the frefent ; making one of three 
** To moral thought ! Thov know*!!, and Thov alQ&e, 
** All-knowing !«— All unknown !«oAnd yet well-known ! 
^ Near, tho' remote \ and, tho' un&thom'd, felt I 
** And, tho' invifible, for ever feen ! 
" And feen in all t the great and the minute: 
** Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 
** Each flow'r, each leaf, with its finall people fwarm'd, 
" (Thofe puny vouchers of Om n i pot b n c e ! ) 
«« To the firil thought, that aflcs, «* Frm whence P^* declare 
«' Their common fource. Thov Fountain, running o'ei: 
«« In rivers of communicated joy ! 
*^ Who gay'fl us fpeeph fpr hx^ &■ humUer themes ! 

« Say, 
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•* Say, by what name fiiaU I prefume to call 

<< Hi M I fee burning in thefe countleTs funs* 

«* As Mq^s, m the ^«>&^ Illvstriops Mikp ! 

« The whole creation, lefs, far ksfs, to Thee* 

<< Than tJ^at to the creftlion'9 ample roond. 

** How (hall I name Thsb ^-*-How my labouring fiml 

" Heaves nnderneath the thought', too big for birth ! 

'^ Great Syflem of perfe^ions ! Mighty Caufe 
** Of caufes mighty ! Caufe uncaus'd ! Sok Root 
<' Of MohfTf, that luxuriant growth of GO I> i 
«' Firft Father of iffeSs / that progeny 
** Of endlefs ferie« ; where the golden chain'^s 
" Lafl link admits a period, who can tell ? 
•' Father of all that is or heard, or hears I 
•» Father of all that is or feen, or fee« ! 
« Father of all that w, or Jbail arife ! 
« Father of this immeafurable mafs 
«* Of matter multiform ; or denfe, or rare; 
*' Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at reft ; 
<^ Minute, or pafling bound ! in each extreme 
" Of like amaze, and myftery, to man. 
^ Father of thefe bright millions of the migJbi f 
«' Of whkh the leaft full Godhead had proclaimed, 
'* And thrown ttfe gazer on his knee«<«Qr, (ay, 
** Is appellation higher ftjll. Thy choice ? 
** Father of matter^s temporary lords \ 
" FsLther of Jpirits f nobler offspring ! fparks 
^ Of high paternal glory ; rich endowed 
^' With various meaiures, and with various mode) 
*^ Of inftinSy reajhn^ intuifioH ; beams 
<« More pale, or bright from Jay dMncy to break 
'' The dark of matter organix^d (the ware 
« -Of all created fpirit) ; beams, that rife 
" Each over other in fuperior light;, 

M 4 «» Till 
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« Tfll the laft ripens into luftre ftrong, 

" Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 

** (Far fonder than e*er bore that name on earth) 

** Of intelUdualhtrngil beings bleft 

*' With pow'rs to pleafe Thee ; not of paiSve ply 

** To laws they know not ; beings lodg'd in feats 

•* Of well-adapted joys, in different domes 

«' Of this imperial palace for thy fons ; 

«« Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 

" Though boundlefs habitation, plann'd by Thee : 

«* Whofe fcveral clans their feveral climates fuit ; 

« And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. 

<< Or, Oh ! indulge, immortal King, indulge 

** A title, lefs auguft indeed, but more 

** Endearing ; ah ! how fweet in human ears ! 

<< Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts ! 

** Father of immortality to man I 

" A theme that • lately fet my foul on fire— 

** And Thou the Next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whom 

** That bleiCng was convey'd ; far more ! was hougbt ; 

«* Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds 

** Were made ; and one redeem'd ! illuftrious Light 

'' From Light illuflrious ! Thou, whofe r^^iz/ power, 

« Finite in time, but infinite vajpace, 

** On more than adamantine bafis fix'd, 

*« O'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 

*' Inviolably reigns ; the Dread of gods ! 

*' And Oh ! the Friend of man ! beneath whofe foot, 

** And by the mandate of whofe aweful nod, 

** All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

** Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

« Through the fhort channels of expiring time, 

* Nights the Sixth and Seventh. 

2 wOr 
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** Or ihorelefs ocean of eternity, 
*< Calm, or tempeftuous (as t^ Spirit breathes), 
^ In abfol(;te fubjeaion !--And, O Thou 
<' The gloriousTHiRD ! Diftina, not feparate! 
^* Beaming from Both / with Both incorporate ; 
'< And (ftrange to tell !) incorporate with daft ! 
•* By condeiceniion, as Thy glory, great, 
'' Enfhrin'd in man ! Of human hearts, if pure, 
'< Divine inhabitant ! The tie divine 
« Of heav*n with diftant earth ! by whom, I truft, 
** (If not infpir'd) uncenfar*d this addrefs 
« To Th E E, to Th E M— To whom ?— Myfterious Power ! 
« ReveaPd — yet unreveal'd ! Darknefs in light; 
** Number in unity ! our Joy ! our Dread ! 
«' The Triple Bolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 
« That animates all right, the Trifle fun ! 
** Sun of the foul ! her never-fetting fun ! 
*' Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv'd, 
« Abfconding, yet Demonftrable, Great God ! 
«* Greater than Greateft 1 Better than the Beft ! 
** Kinder than kindeft ! with foft fity*s eye, 
*< Or (ftronger ftill to fpeak it) with Thine Own, 
«« From Thy bright home, from that high Firmament, 
" Where Thou, from all eternity, haft dwelt ; 
«' Beyond archangels unaflifted ken ; 
" From far above what mortals higheft call ; 
** From elevation's pinnacle ; look down, 
« Through — ^What ? Confounding interval ! Thro* all 
, « And more than lab^iing/ancy can conceive ; 
<* Through radiant ranks of effences unknown ; 
** Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 
*' Round various banners of Omnipotence, 
*« With endlefs change of rapturous duties fir*d ; 
« Through wond'rous beings interpofing fwarms, 

^ All 
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«* All clnfteiing at the call, to imU in Tubi ; 

« Through tUs wide waAe of worUa I this v^ vail, 

^ All fanded o'er with fima; funt tiirn'd to ifigii 

«< Before tH^fS&tkkA bean»-'*Look dowiH-down^v^own* 

^ On a poor kruiAing pm^ck in daft, 

<« Or, lower, an immit al in his crimes. 

« His crimes forgive I forgive his virtnes, too! 

« Thofe finaUar faults, half-coaverts to iho i^ht. 

«< Nor let me clofe thefe eyet, which never mofo 

« May (bo the fun ( though night's defeending fcale 

«< Now weighs up «oni)» nnpity'd, and twhfeft ! 

^ In Tl^ di^s^ore dweUs ^#r»di pain; 

«* Pain, our averfion ; pain, which ftrikes me ntw ; 

^ And, iince al) pain is terrihle to man, 

«* Though tranficnt, terriUe; at Tk^ good how* 

«< Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 

•* My clay-^old hd! by natnre, now, fo near; 

« By nature, near ; flill nearer by (Ufeafe \ 

« Till the% be tUh an ejnblem of my grave : 

« Let it ottt-preach the preacher ; ^s^vf night 

« Let it out-cry the boy at Phili?'s ear ; 

« That to;»giie of death ! that herald of the tomb ! 

^ And w]»^ (dve ihelter of thy wing implor'd) 

^ VLyfen/eu footh'd, fhaU fink in fiift repofe, 

^ O fink this truth ftill deeper in my fent, 

f* Suggefted by my pillow, ftgn'd hyfati^ 

«* Firft, iTifate^s volume, at the page oimm^^ 

•* Mt^spklj/oHlt tbwgb turned und tofs^dfor #wr, 

* From fide tofi^, can refi on mnight ^«/ Theb : 

f* Here, in full irvft, hereafter, in full joy ; 

« On Thbc, the promised, fure, eternal down 

«< Of fpirits, toU'd in travel through this vale* 

«* Nor of \hat. pUlow ihall np^ foul defpond ; 

<* For — Love almighty I Love abnighty ! (£ngt 
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^ Exult, creatloa!) Love aladghty^ leigna! 
«« That deatk oiieatk I tbat cordial ^drffaip! 
4^ And loud ETftRNiTT^ trijamphant foag ! 

** Of wh(OiD» oo more :-^For» O Thoa Pathok^Go^ I 
«« Thott God and Mortal f Tkence man Goo to ma! 
^ Man's theme eternal ! vagae^t eternal theme ! 
^ Thou can'll not Scape uMtt^ur'd fvmi oiaatprai/L 
^ Uninjiir'd from our praUe can Hi elcape^ 
«* Who, difembofom'd £rtm. the Fathii^ bowi 
«« The heav'n of h^T'ns, to kiia the diftank earth ! 
** Breathes oak in agonies a finlefs fool I 
<* Againft the Cro/s, DioUf^^s ifon fceptre bie^ks I 
'* From Bunifh'd nd» phicks her human ^rcy I 
** Throws wide the ga^es cel^ftial to his/^ / 
^ Their gratitudt, for inch a bound]ie& debt^ 
«* Deputes ihmjujff^ng kwtktps to receive I 
<< And, if deep human guik in payment faik; 
** As de^r guilt prohibits our dej^air I 
^ Injoins it, as our duty, to rtjnc^ ! 
** And (to dofe all) omnipotently ida4» 
« • faki$ his^ delights among tbifim ofnunJ* 

What words are thefe—Aad did they comefiom hea?*af 
And were they fpoke to man ? to guiky man? 
What are aH myfteries to love like this ? 
The fongs of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are wafted in the found ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken heart; 
Though pluRg'd, before, in horrors dark as nights 
Rich prelibation of confitmrnatt joy \ 
Nor wait we diilbhition to be bleft. 

This final efibrt of the moral maie» 
)Iow juftly f titltdf Nor for me aJone : 

* Pro7« chap. viii. f The Consolatiok*' 

Fof 
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For all that read ; what fpirit of fapport» 

What heights of Consolation, crown my fong ! ' 

Then, Farewell NIGHT ! Of darknefs, vow, no more: 
Joy breaks ; ihines ; triumphs ; 'tis eternal day. 
Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 
Of a few evils, paid with endleis joys ? 
My foul I henceforth; in fweeteft union join 
The two fupports of human happinefs. 
Which fome erroneous, think can never meet ; 
True tafte oflife^ and conflant thought of death ! 
The thought of death, folc viftor of its dread ! 
Hope^ be iky joy ; and probity thy Jki II; 
Thy patron He, whofe diadem has droppM 
Yon gems of heav*n ; Eternity, thy prize c 
And leave the racers of the nvorld their own. 
Their feather, and their froth, for endlefs toils : 
They part with all for that which is not bread; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, power ; 
And laugh to fcorn the fools that aim at more. 
How muft a fpirit, late efcap'd from earth, 
Suppofe Phi lander's, Lucia's, orNARcissA's^ 
The truth of things new- blazing in its eye. 
Look bsck, aftonifh'd, on the ways of men, 
Whofe lives whole drift is to forget their graves I 
And when our prefent privilege is paft. 
To fcourge us with due fenfe of its abuje. 
The fame aftonifhment will feize us all. 
What then muft pain us, would preferve us nofw. 
Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late; Lorenzo ! 
Seize wifdom, ere 'tis torment to be wife ; 
That is, feize wifdom, ere (he feizes thee. 
For what, my fmall philofopher 1 is hellT 
'Tis nothing but full knowledge of the truth. 

When 
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When truths refifted long, is fworn our foe ; 
And calls Eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darknefs aiding intelledlual light. 
And {dicvc^jilence whifp'ring truths divine. 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, * 
My fong the midnight raven has outwing'd. 
And (hot, ambitious of unbounded fcenes. 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world. 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
Oi fancy 9 when our hearts remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in flatterers, and foes ; 
'Tis pride, to praife her ; penance, to perform. 
To more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
Lorenzo ! rife, at this aufpicious hour; 
An hour, when heav'n's moil intimate with man ; 
When, like a fallen ftar, the ray divine 
Glides fwift into the bofom of they^ ; 
And juft are all, determined to reclaim ; 
Which fets that title high within thy reach. 
Awake, then : thy Ph i l a n d e r calls : awake ! 
Thou, who (halt wake, when the creation fleeps ; 
When, like a taper, all thefe funs expire ; 
When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath. 
Plucking the pillars that fupport the world. 
In N A T u R e's ample ruins lies intomb'd ; 
And Midnight, Univer/al Midnight \ reigns. 



END of the NIGHT -THOUGHTS. 
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TO THE 



Lady ******^ 



Madam> 

YOUR Ladyihip's charaaer is fo well known^ thdt 
the public would blame me, if I prefented not 
thefe papers to You> who can fo readily put them into 
the hands of thofe who want them moil. 

You will, probably, afk, why TJbe Centaur it 
prefixM as a title to them. The men of flea/ure, the 
licentious, and profligate, are the fubjed of thefe letters; 
and in fuch, as in the fabled Centzvir, the ^ute runs mvay 
^tb the man : Therefore I call them Centaurs. And 
&rther, I call them CenUurs not fahuUus, becaufe by 
their fcarce half-human condud, and. character, that 
ezj^gmaticaU and purely ideal figure of the antients, U 
not unriddled only, but realized. 

Your ladyfhip's curiofity is great ; and you, poflibly, 
are willing to know what account antiquity gives of the 
family, or rather breed* of the Centaurs. It is as follows. 

Vol. III. N Of 
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Of the Centaurs the moft celebrated was Chirok. 
He was a great botanift; and our bitter herb Centory 
tikes its name from him. He thought all herbs bitter, 
becaufcy being very amorous* he tould not find any 
amongft them, that could abate the fever in his blood : 
and he left a complaint in the Greek language to that 
purpofe; which Ovid, fick of the fame difeafe> has 
tr-anilated, and tranfmitted to pofterity in his works. 

But he was not only a botanift, but a great mafter of 
muiie : he compofed an exquifite piece of hirnfony for 
young Achilles his pupil, which charm'd Deidamia to 
his embraces ; by whom he had Pyrrhus, in the court of 
her father Nicomedes, a little before he dropped his 
petticoats, and put on his boots for the Trojan war. But 
what will endear to your ladyfhq> Chiron's memory 
beyond any the moll renowned in Giory is, that he was not 
only the venerable father of Op bras, but was alio the 
fen.of a Masqvbradb ; the very firft of thoTe nume- 
rous fons, with which that prolific entertainment has 
Snce multiply'd mankind. 

It happened thus; SATURN,falfe tohis good wifeOps* 
had an intrigue with Pbillyra. . Seeing, oneday,his 
injured fpoufe coming to diftnrb their intimacy* fot 
efcape, he turned hunfelf into a Horsi ; which oc* 
cafioned the noble equeflrian figure of Chiron, {^s 
fon. 

This, Madam, was the veryfirft of MAscy^ERADss. 
You fee the mrtmus occaiion, and the laiulabU fruits of 
it. Jupiter's mafquerading in (he ibrm of a BtrLL, 

was 
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was long after. Europe takes its name from Evuopa^ 
with whom he ran away in that ihape. And yon^ 
^endCiodius (^ys^ that probably, we celebrate HoaN* 
itD Masquerades in memory of it. This is the re- 
corded origin of that nofturnal ai&mbly ; and^ indeed^ 
it is evident to 'common fenfe> that the mafqnerade had 
fiever exifted^ but for its then accidental, and fina 
eilablifhed, fubferviency to love. 

Thefe, yon will fay, are wild fables ; but they are 
not without their morals. This fable of Saturn an4 
Ops means, that> jealous Conscience, the Soul's 
lawful wife, will ever difturb licentious pleaiure 1 and 
that there is no means of efcaping the perfecution, but 
by becoming quite Brutal in it. This, and the fbOow- 
ing explanations of the myftical part of antiquity, have 
been overlooked by former commentators, though 
Bacon was among them. 

There is a fecond moral in the prefent fable.^ 
Chiron, Madam, was a man, as much, I mean, as the 
gayer p^rt of your acquaintance. Why then is he re- 
prefented as a Centaur f For two reafons. He was^ as 
I have faid before, the fon of Saturn; and a very lewd 
old fellow. Reprefenting him as a Centaur, fignifies, 
that beings of origin truly celeftial, ihay debafe their 
nature, forfeit their character, and fink themfelves, by 
licentloufnefs, into perfeft beafts. 

Secondly, it fignifies, that the reft of the fpecies, the 

ibber part of mankind, prejudiced by the abandoned 

manners of fuch men, may naturally im^ne^ that they 

N 2 hear 
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hear them neiglung after their wives and daughters r 
galloinng with more than homan hafle after tempta* 
dons; and» therefore^ rather infidently prancing on fbnr 
legs> than decently content with two. This^ probably, 
is the meaning; irtt, becauie prejudice greatly hurts our 
difcemmeikt^ and transforms objeds exceedingly* Se* 
condly» becaaie all allow that a Centaur is a mere 
creature of the imagination. 

. But though Chikon was the moft celebrated, yet he 
was not the moft antient» of our mythological cavalry* 
IxiON was a primitive man of pleafure; a gallant of 
Juno, and much in favour* Jupiter* leis in his intereft, 
interpos'd a cloud in her fiead, which not long after was 
brought to bed of the firH Centaurs, From that hour 
Juno commenced a fcold ; and in that charader Virgil 
makes*her fwear, that if ihe can't find friends in heaven* 
ihe will ranfack hell for them. 

The amour of Ixion imports the great keigia of our 
expe^tion, and as gresx depth of our difappointment^ 
in illicit love* And Jupitbk's interpoiing the cloud, 
intimates, that heaven decrees this difappointment ; and 
that therefore it is madnefs to flatter ourfelves with hopes 
of the contrary. The fable would ^rther teach us, that 
our imagination, fired by pafiion, impofes not only on 
our underibindings, but our wtrf/enfes i which take clouds 
for goddefies ; and adore darknefs as divine* 

You fee. Madam, that gallantry is hereditary in this 
TSMnovLi houje, I ihouldfiiy Stable : That therefore 
continence may be conftrued as an argument of baflardy. 
Who then can blame your gay friends for being loth to 

be 
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be baflardized; and difinherited ; to lofe honour^ patri"^ 
mony, and miftrefs, together ? 

They keep clear of this imputation : but there 15 
one particular, that ipeaks not fo nrach in their favoer; 
bat rather calls tiieir legitimacy in queition. How come» 
it to pafs that the pofterity of cloud-begotten Sires 
Ihottld be fb cloudlefs a generation^ tiiat not one fppt of 
Stupidity can be found about them ? 

But though Jfotkjs in thi$ point, they are not fo in 
another } which may fet all right again. D e 1 a n i a a, 
as a charm to regain the love of her huiband Her* 
cuLEs, who was gone aftray after Omph ale, queen of 
Lydia, fent him a Ihirt dipp'd in the blood of thi? 
Centaur Nbssvs. But infield of anfwering her honeil 
end, it gave him a diftemper fo virulent, that it proved 
mortal. To balance the diiadvantage above, ibme fay^ 
this diftemper, at certain feafons, ftill runs in his race* 
Others rob our modern Centaurs of that credit ; im« 
puting their diforder to another caufe. And indeed, the 
prefent dory tells us, that ladies may convey (bmewhat 
elfe, when they mean ooly to make a prefent of their 
love. 

But ivorfi than ^tftemper is to be feared. You knowv 
madam, Ixion's remarkable puniihment; but probably, 
not the full import of it. Jupiter, for the father's fake» 
detefting his whole pofterityt deftga'd Ixion's ^wbed, not 
only as an emblem of their endlefs rotation in unaltered 
circles of prefent pleafure^; bat aIfo,.as. a prophecy of 
Iheir future paimi and an exadl representation of thai 
N3 rack> 
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rack, which, pnu)es fay, they iekrrp for their hnSfy^ 
feats. 

And now, anadaiii, all thii^s confidered* hare I 
Bamed them wrong ? I have named them, asmoftmenof 
antknt renown were, from their peribnal qualities and 
exploits. If you fiill think me to Uame, I flatter my* 
felf you will change your ^lind, yifhen yoo have read the 
letters following. 

This addrefs to your iadyfliip, will my ibbcr reader 
fay, is ttfelf a Centaur of the Pegafean kind, in which, 
the untamed imagination has too much run away wiik 
the judgment, and carried it to enormous heights. If 
your ladyihip will venture, however, to be my fellow- 
traveller, I promife to carry you fafely to an eminence 
in Fairy* lahd, from whence you ihall fprvey the moft 
furprifing and amufing icene. To comply with your 
taAe, it fhaU even be a ludkrous one. Your fevourite 
Centaurs ihall be permitted to intrude even into the 
moft folemn groves of facred meditation. Their 
grotefque figures fliall continually meet your eye, where 
yon the leaft exped, and where the fevereft critic, and 
the prude (all but CentaureiTes are prudes with you) 
will be moft icandalized to find them. 

As a pledge of this promife, accept of my frontif- 
piece. It offers a iketch which your ladyihip, who know 
our Centaurs fecret accompliihments better than I do, 
may employ a better hand to perfedl. 

The ftatues of the renown'd are fet up in public, to 

kindle honeil emulation. In mofl antient fchools of 

3 wifdom 
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wiflom w«re the bufia^ or pmtraitts of the wife, ' Vfh$x» 
maidam, if, for your modern academy* H9g4nib flioitld 
drav a Centaur, net, as iiflial* with hu bov^ and arrowr^ 
but (what will hit my mark as well) with Hariequin'f 
fabre by his fide ; in a party-cobnr'd jacket of piAur'd 
cards, a band of mufic before, a Scaramouch^demon 
behind him; a weathercock on his head, a rattle in his 
hand, the decalogue nnder his feet; and for the benefit 
^ your fckolarf, a label out of his mouth, infcrib'd, as 
was the temple of ApoUo, ^h rj>«d» s^^viitt in letters 
of gold [In ME, Know thyfelf] : they* your fcho]ars, 
will take it in the true philofophic fenfe, and wonder 
how it came into the month of fo ridiculous^ and, to 
them, fo foreign, a monfter. 

As your ladyihip's aHembly, of all our hyppodrome» 
is the moft jtenown'd, I hope you will favourably accept 
the wholfome provender I fend you« It is of an antl- 
circean nature ; and may, poffibly* turn your monfien 
into men. 

But I detain you: it is Sunday night: and I 
hear a whole firing of your high bred, unbridled, colts 
coming in full career; with a blaze in their foreheads, 
to outbrazen my rebukes : and a fpring in their heels to 
bound high at y lur balls. 

^ddrupedante putrem fonitu quaiit ungu4U camfum* 

This, madam, you underfland better than they. But 

you begin to frown, as you always do at praife* Fear 

not; nbt one word of compliment (hall you have from 

N4 me 
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sie during our whole journey. I ihall carry yon at 6A 
a heavy trot through rough unbeaten ways, entertaining 
you unpotitcly, with difcourle quite foreign to your 
way of tiunking; fach as pafled in correfpondence 
between me^ and a friend, that would equally defpife, and 
be defpifed, among fuch as you think yours. In the 
progrefs of our travels (which I muft honeftly tell yon, 
will only touch upon, not terminate in. Fairy-land) I 
ihall carry you into an unknown country, where every 
thing is real, bright, and transporting. If diere, com«* 
pelled by the force of fovereign truth, I fhould not only 
afiert, but convincingly prove, that you are of rank 
more than imperial, and prefent you with an unflattering 
glafs, in which, notwithllanding, your own form ihall 
appear with all the charms of an angel —--i-But ibme 
breathing time is neceilary to prepare for fuch aii 
arduous expedition. Therefore, I difpiount for th0 
prefent^ and iay no more* 

I am, 

M A D A li^, £sff# 
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LETTER I. 

On infidelity. 

Dear Sir, 

MAKE no apology for your requeft; the ^worlJ is 
your apology. The occaiion calls louder on me^ 
than xsij friend can poflibly do; and robs me of the credit 
of having my compliance owing intirely to your defire. 
Alarm'd at our reigning paiTion for Pleasure, you 
prefs me to write on that fubje^l. Who can forbear ? 
fince, if the prefent canine appetite for it (hould increafe, 
where is that Bedlam which can receive a whole nation 
into proper methods of cure ? 

Your enjoining me one tafk has engaged me in two* 
Prevails not Infidelity as much z&PUafunf And 
for ever they muft prevail, or decreafe together. Infiie* 
lity is the parent of the love of Pleafure in fome : Entg 
doubtedj and then eat : It is the confequence of it in 
others ; moft of Eve's daughters firil: tafte, and then dif^ 
believe. Pleafure, and Infidelity, reciprocally generate 
each other ; and that neceffarily. For Faidi is intirely 
die refult of Reafon ; and reafon is impotent in propor* 

tioa 
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don to the prevalence of fenfe ; diereforc fenfoal Plea- 
fore begets Infidelity. On the reverfe, he that dlAelieres^ 
a futurity, mail be fond of the prefent, and eagerly fwal- 
low its unrival'd delights ; and therefore. Infidelity lets 
loofe the reign to Pleafure, and gives it an ample range : 
He then, who would rediXce one, muft ftrike at both. E've, 
and the . ferpent, fell together ; Pieafure, like the firlU 
plucks the forbidden fruit ; and Infidelity fays, with the 
latter, Thoujhalt not/urely Jit. 

Thefe two, nt^w national diftempers, fairly divide us 
between them. One feises the body ; one, the mind : 
and where thefe two fiery darts have taken place, the de- 
ftroyer may fpare a third : his work is done. What then 
muftbemine? The taik is hard to extradl them; for 
they feem, at prefent, to be not only poifoned, but 
barbed, arrows, in the Britifh heart. 

However, I fhall attempt, firfl, to make the Infideh and 
then the Voluptuary ^ fenfible of his error. I fhall recom- 
mend Belief and Virtue, in the room of Doubt and Dif-» 
iblatenefs ; and by (I hope) properly adapted De'voH(m» 
affift their Repentance ; that necefifary ftep of tranfition 
from one of thefe flates, to the other. And confidering 
into whofe hands thefe letters will/f^ come (for I ^efign 
them for the prefs) with regard to yourfelft I fhall give 
you your friend Eufebius*s chara&er at large. And with 
regard to your fifler, I ihall invite her, and her gay fa- 
vourites, to a Funeral, inftead of a Ball; and, then, I 
fhall enter on fubjeds not imimportaut, nor foreign to 
thefe. 

As the mind is our fnperior part, I fhall firft fpeak of 
Infidelity, and then of Pleasure. And it fhall be 
my endeavour fo to fpeak of both, as to render it the 
province of aw/, rather than <u/j/2/(n», to reply. What 
xnay filence wiidom will but provoke wit, whofe ambition 
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it is to &y mofi: where leafl: b to be fakl. You may ma 
well attempt to filence an echo by the ftrength of voice, 
as a wit by the force of reafon^ They both are bat the 
looder for it : they both will have the laft word. How 
often hear we men with great ingenuity fapporting 
folly ? that is, by wit deftroying wifdom ; as the fame 
fort of men by pleafure deftroy happinefs; prone to draw 
evil out pf good, and fet things at variance, which, by 
nature, are allies. Happinefs, and pleafure, as wifdom, . 
;ind wit^ are each other's friends, or foes ; and if foes, of 
foes the worft. Well-chofen pleafure is a branch of hap« 
pinefs ; well -judging wit is a flower of wifdom : but 
when thefe petty fubalterns fet up for themfelves, and 
counteraA their principals, one makes a greater wretch, 
and the other a grofi^r fool, than could exiil without 
then! : Pleafure then calls for our compaffion, and wit 
for our contempt. Of how many might the names have 
flept in fafety, had not their unlucky parts awakened a 
juft clamour againfl them ? 

Have we not a recent, and fignal inftance how far wit 
can fet wifdom at defiance, and, with its artful brilliances, 
dazzle common linderftandings ? That noble author * 
fmiles at a certain text of which I fhall make a ferious 
life, <vix» When the fins of God came in to the daughters of 
Men, they begot giants. So when great talents f^ll in 
love with mean purpofes, they beget errors of an enor- 
mous iize, both in opinion, and in life. What more 
enormous than to let Infidelity gather fuch ilrength, even 
in our decline, as to ftand the terrors of a death-bed, and 
bequeath proud legacies of its.poifon to the world? Is 
not this ftretchtng out our boldnefs even beyond the day 
of tryal ? carrying the war into the stxy borders (if I 

* Lord BoUngbrokc. 
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joay {o fpeak) of that dteaiJ Being we dare oppofef asi 
deiperately prefuining to atchieve that in oar grave, o§ 
which a JulioHf of equal geninSy tho* not of equal guilty 
defpaired on a throne ; and that the greateft on earth ?. 
' Julian was for defeating one prophecy ; my lord is for 
expunging diem all ; and« with like fucceis, Ficifii Galil^ef. 
may ferve for both. 

vTake I too great a freedom ? It is both folly and vice^ 
to bear any man iil-will» fiut it is alfo folly and vice» 
itot fo to behave> . when occafion requires, as that oar 
condud may be miftaken for ill-will, if the prejudiced 
think ^u Why ihonld our opponents call that iil-nviJi, 
which they, if diey were of our opimon, and thought us 
in a fatal error, and heartily wiihed us well, would, ne- 
cefTarily, do out of perfedlove? If the vifcount's ad-< 
mirers refent out of zeal to his honour, I afTure them, 
(though I have had no apparition) that his lordihip, ne-itf 
on my fide, thanks them not for the favour. 

Time was, when thofe errors, into which he fell, would 
have been more excuiable. For, that truth was obfcure, 
and falfehood fpecious, and opinions endlefs ; and that in 
thefe circumftances the mind of mai^ coi^d find no reft, 
becaufe fufpence is anxious, and afient almoft inevitably 
betrayed into mifiake ; thii was the fad and juft com* 
plaint of the heathen worldy which by God's dercliftion 
had loft its way, and could not regain it, by the feeble 
glimmering of natural light. 

But of what have *we to complain, who grope, and 
wander, and ftumble, at noon-day ? Ours is not igno* 
ranee, but perverfenefs ; not want of a guide, but def- 
fedlion from him. Our noble author, fo much admire4 
becaufe fo much in the wrong, declares our light to be 
darknefs ; and with the boafted acutenefs of his fuperioc 
underftanding, inftead of couching thofe that are blind. 
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is For putting out th« eyes of thofe that fee. Thus hea- 
ven's fupreme bleffing on us in the Gofpel^ is not annuls 
led only, by our perverfcnefs ; but turned to much hurt. 
We are favour'd to our mbfbrtnney we are enrich'^ to 
our iofs. 

The heathens courted truth as a miilrefs, with.warm« 
and iincere addrefTes, but could not obtain her* We, 
having obtained ker> treat her,- as an abandoned age 
the lawful partners of their beds, ivith iktiety, and dif- 
guft, and a wild defire after new embraces. And what 
have we embraced ? Thus runs at beft the palatable doc-* 
trine of an age too knowing to need inftru&ion ; aiid too 
proud to bear it from heavi^n itiel£ 

« Whatever notices of duty to God, or man, are im-* 
** printed in us by nature, or deduced by reafon, thefe 
^ are obliging an4 neceiTary to be performed by all ; as 
5^ the natural religion : but as for any pofitive infiitu'- 
<* tions, or particular forms of religion, thefe arc of 
*^ human origin^ flampt in the political mints of craft, 
^' intered;, or ambition { a coin current for the vulgar 
*' only." It is fit, it feems, that the vulgar fhould be 
fettered, that their fuperiors may expatiate more at large, 
and not fear to meet with rivals in them. And, indeed, 
if the vulgar had the fame principles, and opinions, with 
many of their matters, their matters would have as fair a 
chance to have their throats cut, as the murderer to be 
hanged for it. 

As to God, they fay, *' The natural religion com- 
*' mands us to think worthily, and fpeak reverently, of 
f* Him : but, as fome have thought churches deroga^ 
'< tory to the notions of an Omniprefent Being; fo 
'* formal prayers, and folemn fervices, are no way ne- 
** ceflary to a Being Omnifcient." They prefent Him 
(if with any) with a more fublime and philpfophic?! 

devotion. 
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dtvMiofit Ibipped of all externals in^ifible as die Deity 
haaMf, and* indeed, as iiicaiiq[ireheii£ble to the mid- 
titode; whofe religicm» like theiiii^es» maft have a 
iodj^, as well as zjiui; or it will evaporate into nothing. 
Thas« under pretence of a compliment to ome divine atf 
trHwte* ^ey rob all of the worflup dae to them. They 
pretend to give Ood exaked homage* as the Jews ar« 
rayed our blefled Lord, in a purple iobe> to mock hun» 
not adore. And here onr ondiflemUed negled, if not 
contenq>t, of religion, and onr barefaced venality fet** 
ting aD, even fonls> to fale, cannot bnt recal to mind» 
diat thefe fifter iniqnides, as if natorally connefted, went 
hand-in-hand (as die hiftorian tells as), towards die 
min of the Roman common-wealth. 

Deos negligeret omnia venalia habere, Sallail. 

As to the dudes of the fecond table, they tell us, that 
^ the precepts of nature run evidendy againft injuries, 
** and injuftice ; we muft by no means commit rapine, 
«' or murder; the(e are unfociable crimes: bat as for 
** any pleafurable enjoyments of ourfelves, why deprive 
^ ourfelves of thefe ? why fbrve at a feaft heaven fets be- 
** fore us ? We cannot conceive God to be a tyrant ; to 
«* what etid has he given deiires, but that we fhould 
" fatisfy them ? or appetites, but that we fhould indalge 
*< them ? Anger and luil,if conftitutional, are venial fins/* 
Thus the iluices are fet open for all fenfuality, pro- 
mifcuous incontinence, and ftudied arts of excefs, to pour 
in uncontrouled : and by a fecond compliment to the 
Deity, as fincere as my lord's pretended regard for 
Chriftianity, is varnifhed over a fecond violation of his 
laws. Bacchus, and Venus, are recalled to a new apo- 
theofis under a chriftian asra ; and receive daily facrifice 
in the fortunes, health, and common dignity of man. 
What voluntary vidtims are we ? And as vidlims of old 

were 
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were crowned with, flowers, liowgayfy does poor, detotedy 
Britain bleed at their altars ? 

In anfwer to their pleas, it mull be obferved^ that de* ' 
fires and appetites, were not given us oat ofi tyranny^ 
but with an intention doubly kind ; as a means both of 
pleafure^ and virtue, if gratified, and retrained, as reli- 
gion directs. In both views they are blefilngs, but 
gicatefl in the laft; yet an Efim will ever be for prefer-^ 
i:ing the former. 

Thus you fee. Sir, that both the tables of the deca« 
logue are' broken, in a more terrible fenfe, than they 
were by Mofes, at his defcent from the monnt ; and from 
no dilSimilar caufe. The fufficiency of human reafon is 
the golden calf which thefe men fet up to be worihip* 
ped ; and in the frenzies of their extravagant devotion to 
it, they tramble on venerable authority ; ftrike at an oak 
. with an ofier ; the doArine of God's own planting, and 
the growth of ages, with the fudden and fortuitous 
(hoots of imagination; abortive births of an houn 
Thefe human improvements on divine revelation may 
be compared to the prophaning the holy Bible with the 
figure of heathen idob, under Jmiocbus Epiph^nes ; or 
rather to the proud R^man emperor, who took the head 
from Jupiter's ilatue^ and placed his own in it| flead. 
Thefe are bold men ; but the boldeft, we hope, may b« 
reclaimed. That Almighty finger which wrote thedivinc 
laws twice in (lone, cannot want power to give tl\em a 
new imprefllon in their apoHate hearts. 

And that they may the more willingly receive ;hat 
imprefiion, I (hall obferve, that fetting afide the immqra) 
confequences of infidelity, faith is necefiary on its own 
account, without relation to any thing elfe. Faith is n9C 
only a means of obeying, but a principal a£l of obedi^ 
ence. It is pot only a needful foundation ; it is aot oidy 
as an altar, on which tofacrifice ; but it is a facif fice it. 

felf; 
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ielf ; and, perhaps, of all the greateft. It is a fiibmiffion 
of our underftandings, an oblation of our idolized rea-- 
^; to God ; which he requires fo indiipenfably, that 
our whole will, and aifedtions, tho' feemingly a larger 
facrifice, will not, without it, be received at our hands. 

Does any queftion this f His lordihip's difciples will 
be very apt to queftion it ; yet this is true ; unlefs we 
can fuppofe the primitive martyrs to have laid down 
their lives for what was unneceflary to their falvation. 
For it was not an atteftation of their dodtrine, but their 
£iith, for which the bleflbd apoftles were perfecuted, and 
the martyrs flied their blood ; which they might eafily 
have avoided, if they had infifted only on the moral pre* 
cepts of their new difpenfation. Thdr moral precepts 
were approved, and welcomed, by the wifeft on earth. 
Nay, our infidels compliment them, efpecially when 
they would give themfelves the greater weight in their 
oppofition to oar creed; yet, poflibly, they had rather 
fubfcribe that abfurd creed, than ftand obliged to prac« 
ti(e that morality, which they fo much commend. 

To renounce, or corrupt, the faith (one, or both of 
which is my lord's point) abftradted from libertine gra- 
tifications to follow, or to get rid of fear from thofe 
paft; there feems to be fo little temptation, that I 
ihould think none would venture on it, but thro* igno- 
rance of its guilt. Its guilt therefore I have pointed 
eat; which fhews that modern deifm, how laudable 
fbever the deifl's life is, is criminal in itfelf. A virtuous 
life, rifing from a corrupted faith (if that could poffi- 
bly be), is as an angel of light fupported by a cloven 
foot ; which many feem not to believe, otherwife they 
would not be (b often pleading the virtue of deifts, as 
a full abfolution of that fed : whereas we are exprefly 
told, that the jufi Jhtdl live by faith \ that is, even the 
juft {hall not live, that is, be faVed, without it, 
3 But 
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Bat tho* a corrupt faith is fafHciently criminal ift it-* 
felf> yet its guilt rarely refls there ; it often produces 
an irregular life. On the contrary^ vicious pra£lice is 
fure to produce a corrupt faith ; or an abfolute renun* 
dation of all belief: for the notices of good and ill are 
ib fairly imprinted on our nature^ and the practice of 
them is fo flrongly guarded by confeqttent hope and 
fear, that no confcience is fo hardened, as to fin with- 
out the fhelter of fome pretence. The guilty hu(h con- 
fcicndt with fuch foft whifpcrs as thefe ; Either^ heaven 
takes not fuch cognizance of our anions ; or, is not fb 
much Concerned about them, as fome imagine ; or, its 
mercy will not fuffer it to be juft ; or its juftice will not 
fuffer it to bd fo fevere, as to punifh temporal guilt with 
eternal pain : all which are corruptions of the faith. Or 
if thefe opiates will not do, they proceed to renounce the 
faith. They give themfelves a quite quieting draught 
of abfolute unbelief: a Deity is a dream, and Religion 
a cheat. And thus they throw off their fears, their God, 
and common fenfe, together ; and are deplorably gay, 
till they are irremediably undone. How happy might 
fuch wretches be, if they knew what a trifle pkafure is 
to peace ! A very trifle is it, even when pleafure is in- 
nocent : but when not, when pleafure is an enemy to 
peace : then, then indeed, it is a trifle no more. 

There is a text which mud give fome furprize to 
diofe who doubt whether a bad life occaiions a /aije t>r 
no belief. It is faid, there mujf be hereites, that is, 
faUTe beliefs. And why ? There is certainly no* fatal ne- 
ceffity for them, from God's deftination -*- No ; but 
there is a moral necefiity for them from man's corrup- 
tion. A heart boiling with violent and vicious paflions, 
will fend up infatuating fumes to the head ; and a de* 
liriotts giddmefs of head will make a man fall into the 

Vol. III. ' O groflcil " 
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gjKiSkfk aiftiJces, be hit aatond abilitiea what they will. 
A lewd and obftinate will fails not to blind the ilrongeft 
jadgmentf as Deblab the man of might. 

Many, ^ven of thofe that hold hk the faith, may, 
perhaps, not have obierved, that faith is doubly pre- 
Ooos ; it is our duty, and oar refuge; nay« it is ^UMj 
our refuge. It refcues our paiTions from flaming into 
vice ; and it refcues our und^rflanding from darkeniag 
into errors. The fame qualification which is neceflary 
for us in order to pleafe God, is as neceifary toiecure 
ourfelves from impoilure; and not only from fuch im» 
poftures as Qtbirs may prepare for us, but from our 9wh^ 
It is our fole fecurity agsunfl our framing impoiitions to 
deceive our own judgments (as fhewn above), as well as 
againfl our ii^curriug crimes to defeat our own falvation. 

As to the myfierious articles of jOur faith, which in*. 
fideU would by no means have me forget ; *^ Who," 
fay they, '* can fwallow them V* In truth, none but 
thofe who think it no diflionour tp their underilandings 
to credit their Creator. Sodnus, like our infidels, was 
on< of a narrow throat ; and, out of generous compaf- 
£on to the Scriptures (which the world, it ieems, had 
mifuiyierftood for 1500 years) was for weeding them 
Qf their myfteri^s ! and rendering them, in t]^e pleni* 
tnde of hU infallible reafon, undifgttfting^ and palaN 
able to all the rational part of mankind* Why fhould 
honeft Jew9 apd TiM-ks be frighted from u^ by the Tri- 
nity ? he was for making religion familiar and iAoflfen- 
iive. And fo he did; and uQchriitian too. Thofe 
things which our hands can grafp, our underftandiogi 
cannot comprehend. Why then deny to the Deity 
Him&lf the privilege of being one, amidA that multi-i 
tude of myfteries which He has made ? 

Hera 
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Ibre let me obierve^ what peiiiaps has efcaped j6ur 
notice, with regard to the blefied Tniatj, which gives 
our anbefievers the greateft offence. The renfeUihon of 
it is not only neceifafy for our undef landing the foun- 
dation of chriftianity, bat is alio, t conceive, an abfo- 
lute demonilration of its truth. Becaafe it is a myftery 
which by nature coald not pofUbly have entered into 
the imaginFation of man ; which they, who moft explode 
it, confti^ by their obilinate rejedion of it. For why 
dp they reje^ it, bizt on that very account ? Our op- 
jponents therefore, in fome meafufe, fupport us in our 
attachment to this fupreme article of our creed, which . 
they moft condemn ; and (what is fomewhat remark- 
able in favour of our faith) fupport u» in it by the very 
caoife for which it is condemned by them. 

Myfteries, that is, thofe great and hidden things of our 
religion, whofe truth we are aiTured of by Divine Autho- 
rity, but the manner of their being furpaffes our under- 
ftanding : fuch as the phiraHty of perfons in the Divine 
Unity : God manifeft in the flefh : the operation of the 
Holy Spirit in the hearts of the believers : the fpiritual 
prefence of Ghrift in the encharifl : the uniting our icat- 
vered parts from the duft of death. All which the Scrip- 
tures have exprefly delivered as catholic trudis. Several 
of thefe, feveral heretits< have rejeded ; and the Soci^ 
nians have, in a manner, reje&ed them all. Faith in diefe 
is more acceptable to God^ than ^th in lefs abftrufe ar- 
ticles of our religion ; becaufe it pays that honour which 
h due to His tefHmony ; and the more feemingly in^ 
credible the matter is which we believe, the more re- 
ipeft we fliew to the relator of it. This (putting in a 
ta^veat agai&il the ridicule of infidel!^) may be called 
heroic faith, correfpondent to heroic virtue^ at whi^h, 
out of prudence, they muft (mile. 

Oa te 



ip6 ON INFIDELITY. Lct.L 

This herdc ^ch may be more acceptaUeto God (fdme 
may iay) ; bu^ fure* not more u/eful to man. It may 
have a good influence on another life; but what account 
does this find in it ? Who can fhew me the moral effeds 
of it ?^From faith in thefe myfieries, man neeefTarilyy 
and more jufUy, adores the incomprehenfible majefty of 
God ; and more juftly and perfedUy contemplates his 
own littlenefs> and difproportion of thought to thoTe 
truths that are vouchfafed to his faith. Hence he hear- 
tily renders God a due honour for his teilimony ; and a 
due acknowledgment of his profefled care of his church ; . 
and a due thankfulnefs for the mercy of his revelation. 
He renders a due obedience to his proper government* 
as a chriftian, that is, the authority of the church ; and 
a due affiHance to the public peace, which is never fafely 
built but on unity of judgment. And as to his private 
virtue, he keeps in due fubjedion the pride of under- 
ibmding, that moil vicious affedion of the mind, which 
if let loofe, would be attended with a multitude of evils ; 
and with one in particular, which occafions this letter. 
But though we could fee none of thefe temporal advan- 
tages, yet would it be moft reafonable in us to believe ; 
tmlefs we, who think it right to believe implicitly in 
thoie on whom our fortune depends,, think it wrong 
to believe implicitly in Him, on whom depends our 
falvation. 

But there is, I confefs, fome error, on our own part, 
with regard to myilenes. We, perhaps, have given fome 
fmall excufe for our infidels contempt of myileries, by 
more pious, than prudent, • attempts, that have been 
fometimes made toward an explanation of them. A 
myftery explained is a myilery deflroyed : for what is a 
myftery» but a thing not known ? But thing^s not known 

may 
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nay reafonably be believed ; in tke very ftrangeft things 
there may be truth, and in things very credible > a lye* • 

It is with our underflandtngs as wijth oar eyes. Both 
have their myfteries: both have objeds beyond their 
reach ; fome accidentally, fome abfoltttely. We fee not 
thofe objects that are placed in an obfcure light, bedaufe 
there is a defed in the medium ; we fee not thofe that 
are veiled with too much light, becaufe there is a<weak- 
neis in the fenibry, unable to fuilain fuch ftrong impref- 
iions. Thus it is with the objeds of our underftandings : 
fome things we know not, for want of being duly in- 
formed. Salvation was a myftery to the Gentiles ; but 
ceafed fo to be, when revealed by the gofpel. Other 
things we know not, becaufe they exceed the meafure of 
our. comprehenfion. Thus, fome articles of our faith 
are fuch myfteries, as by no revelation can ceafe to be 
fo. They muft be myfteries, while men are men ; while 
yet unbleifed with powers that are not indulged to this 
imperfe£l ftate. As it is bold and vain, fo, perhaps, it 
has even been prejudicial to the truth, to labour at ra- 
tional evidions of facred myfteries ; for, by th^fs means^ 
men attempt to comprehend the Divine Nature, by put. 
ting it under j(bme injurious difguife ; as we venture to 
gaze at the fun, after we have watched it into a cloud. 

God forbad images of Himfelf, becaufe it is impoffible 
that any fenfible reprefentations could do ptherwife than 
derogate from Him that is invidble : nor can the dimi- 
nifhing imagery of our notions derogate lef^ from Him 
that is incompreheniible. I prefume not to cenfare thofe 
who have made ufe of iUuftrations to the proper ends of 
piiety ; all I mean, is, that fallible ratiocidation ihould 
not be made the grounds of faith, whofe proper bafis is 

* Quintil. Inftitut. 1. iv. c. a. 
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iafalUble teKm^my. Nor is it longer faith than while 
|t refb on tJbat; for when I kelieve, not Cii much what is 
revealed, as what my own reafon pronounces to be true; 
I believe not God^ but myfelf. I aiTume, not obey ; 
and give proof rather of the pride, than humiliation, of 
myVeafon; whi^reas its humiliation is a principal end 
aimed at by Crod'i ib ArvSt demand of our faith. 

And, indeed, fkr from humiliation, and evencom^ 
mon modefty, muft he be, who hopes to give light to 
thofe myfteries which St. Paul, with all his learning, 
eloquence, and infpiration, pronounced to be to the 
Jews a ftumbling-biock; and to the Greeks, thofe moS 
fttbtle of men, fodiflinefs : that is, they thought it folly 
to believe them, becaufe unintelligible; and becaufe 
^ey did not apprehend, that there was any Divine;, au- 
ihortty to compel their belief. And fach Greeks have we; 
.feptcurean Greeks, fenfual, fubtle, and unbelieving ; and 
whofe celebrated writings are of equal authority with 

S^icquU Grecia mendax 

Aud(t in btfiwricu Juv. 

Men, who rejed divine affiftance, as too officious, with 
a fort of difdain, as if it affronted their own abilities; 
and whofe prefuroptuous opinions are induflrioufly 
fpread, by peft-men, through the land. 
. With the grofs and horrid ^SkQui of fuch opinions, 
and- their confequences, the diftempered age groans, 
and kingdoms ih^ke, and judgments threaten. And 
well they may. How many private families have their 
infamous fecrets ? how many public tranfaftions their 
barefaced iniquity? high courts of juflice have their 
jus damm fcekru and blufh not to plead precedent for 
the violation of their own laws ; and the corruption of 
the times, for more corruption fliU. Is not this heap- 
ing 
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ing ttotmtadn upon mountain againft heaven ? And think 
we h^ven will never rtturn th^ blow t ^ 

We have had already, nay tiiw have> fome light and 
merciful . admonitkms from heaven. But can' it be 
tfaqogh^ that an age of jodgments and paftimes ; of 
riots and diibefTes ; of excefive debt9> and excefiive ex>- 
pence 1 of f ublic p6verty> and private accumulation ; of 
new fedts in reHgion, and new fatties in fin ; ai<ld every 
other contradidion to common fenfe, does not call hr 
mort ? I» Sir, am failened in the country ; nor know I 
modi of that larger and fouler fink of debauchery in 
whfich you breathe. But even here* I know too much. 
Where is that village that has not its filicides of inteni*- 
perance ; or its bold adventurers for fiill quicker death 
from the hand of public juftice } And, to confirn^ that 
Opinion above advanced^ of tj^e ciofe de and mutual 
growth of vice and unbelief, almoft every cottage can 
afford us one that has corrupted, and every palace one 
that has rtrmmctd, the faith* 

I know. Sir, 'you will teH me, that it is the bufiaefs 
of our common piety, to deplore ; of our prayers, to ob* 
firnd; and of our lives, rather than our harangues, to 
confute them. True ; for if our ChrifU^ty is t6 be 
found no where but in our books, the Chrifiian and In** 
fidel may drop their difpute. A Tillotfon, and a Bo* 
Hngbroke, are on the fame fide: their cdntefi is but 
verbal; their agreement is efiential, and their afibciatioa 
will prove eternal. / 

But, Sir, it is our duty to fpeak and write (if we can), 
as well as live, againft the enemies of our Chriftian 
faith. I proceed therefore to obferve, that the Vifcount's 
arguments againft the authority of the Scriptures have 
been long fince anfwered. But he i^ not without prece- 
dent in this point. This repetition of already refuted 
O 4 arguments 



too OM INFlDEtlTY. Let. I. 

argnmentsfeema to be a deiftical privilege^ or diftemper^ 
from which few of them are free* Even echoes of echoes 
are to be fbcind amongft them ; which evidently &icws, 
^at they write not to difcover truth, but to fpread in* 
ftftion; which' old poifon re-adminiibed will do» as well 
as new ; and it will be ftnick deeper into the conilitu- 
tion« by repeating the fame dofe. Beiides, new writers 
will ha^e new readers. The book may ML into hands 
untainted before ; or, the already-infeded may fwallow 
it more greedily in a new vehicle ; or> they that were 
difgufted with it in one vehicle, may relUh it in another. 
I therefore afk pardon : what I mif-called diHemper, I 
find, on fecond thoughts, is perfed prudence ; but fuch 
prudence as, with them, would' throw a chriftian writer 
into the bottom of contempt. 

There are more reafops for our deifts to be diflatisfied 
with themfelves than thofe already given. Infiilel is an 
opprobrious name ; but time was, when i^ifitt was the 
true religion ; and they are for ftill retaining the credit 
once due to that charadler. It is therefore fit for a friend 
to Chriftianity, nor lefs fit for a friend to them, to take 
notice, that it is impoflible for sl^oo^ man, that is, one 
aiming at the divine favour above all things, to rejed an 
offered revelation, without inquiring into its title to the 
high charaifler it afTumes; and, that it is impoflible (in 
my opinion) for a reafonahle man to rejefb the ChrifHan 
re^jilatiotty if he does inquire. He, therefore, who con- 
tinues a deift, in a land enlightened by the Gofpel, muft be 
v^anting in goodnefs, or reafon ; muil be either criminal, 
or dull. None, therefore, can be more miflaken than* 
they, that profefs deifm for the credit of fuperior under-* 
(landing, or for the fake of exercifing a more pure, and 
perfeft, virtue. Yet thefe are the only pretences which 
they do> or dare, avow, for their fatal choice. Muft 

not 
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not then their nal motive be of a natare wUdt thef 
think prudent to conceal ? 

But to conceal it^ is not eaTy : for nafen, our of itfelf 
defedive reafon, in many points of the lafl moment to 
iftan, wants> wiihes, calls for z. revelation ; and cannot 
ib^t accept, when offer'd, what it calls for : that is, rea- 
fonable deifts cannot but become Chriftians, where the 
Gofpel fliines. 

Or argue thus (for it admits of various proof) : God 
^ Almighty would not have made a revelation, but in 
order to be received. And by whom received ? Doubt-* 
iefs by the reafonable, and good. And if by fome of 
them, why not by all I And if all the reafonable, and 
good, receive it; what muft they be that reje£l it I 
Therefore revealed religion rejcAed, proves natural re* 
ligion difobeyed. I faid, above, that deiils were blame- 
able, how good foever their lives might be : But now 
at feem^ to appear, that their lives cannot be good. 
Others, perhaps, have forborne fpeaking fo plain, out of 
charity. I venture on it out of what I conceive to be 
charity, greater ftill : for nothing that can awaken them 
can be kbdly fuppreiTed. 

Cornelius, the centurion, though one of the beil of 
men, thought not the belief of the Gofpel unneceflary to 
his falvation. But modern deifts, wifer, not better than 
he, have their objedHons to the Gofpel. Their chief 
objedion is againft its' myjteries. There is nothing myf- 
terioos in it, but with regard to things, whiph we either 
£an not, or need not, underftand. Can not, through'the li- 
mitation of the human intdledl ; or need not, through the 
fufficiency of other means, and motives, for our leading 
good lives. To what amounts, then, this capital objec- 
tion, and charge againft it ? To no more than this, 
^Jx, That Chriftianity performs not what is impoftible 

to 
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to be perfbrmed ; Ibr it h zm impoffible for it* Autbof, 
Almighty God> to do more than 18 neeilfiil for hit gracioui 
end* wjs. the good lives of mankitid; a« to do what> in 
its nature^ is itnpofiible to be done. 

Indeed, all their ofajedions to Chriilianity ieeni to be 
no more, nor lefs> than playing the beft card they bavf ; 
than niing the beft expedient they can think of> to keep 
themfelves in countenance, and the world in 'the dark, 
as to the troe motive of their apoftacy. Nor are their 
obje^OQs to be looked on, in thofe that are men of 
fenfe, as an argument of their, diflielief, hot their dii^- 
like. They wiOi not the myileries removed ; for that 
would rob them of a favourite objection. They wiih 
not the darknefs of the myfteries removed; but 
transferred; transferred from the dc^Hmsp to, the mo- 
Tifl^ecipts, Thefe are without a cloud; thefe are too 
plain for their purpofe. None ever fully complied with 
thefe, but was eafily reconciled to the myfhn'ies of the 
GofpeL The difguiled, defpotic heart commands the 
pailive, obedient head, to fight its UDJufl quarrel, and 
fay it is its own : So that Satan may blame them for 
fome degree of hypocrify in his favour; may blame 
them for only pretending to diibelieve. If, on the other 
hand, Chriilians were not alfo hypocrites ; hypocrites, I 
mean, as to pra^ice ; they would rob the deiiis of their 
moft plaufible pica again^ us; and either leBen their 
numbers, or increafe their ihame« * 

I hope that fome of the deiUs; at leaH:, fome of thofo 
whoie {>rinciples are endangered by them ; n>ay admit 
fome little impreflion from what has been ofiered. I 
hope they may difcern, and own xhe/elf-accu/ation which 
is, evidently, implied in our deiils renunciation of Chrif* 
tianity ; or, if I am millaken, that they will fet me 
2 right ; 
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right ; for if I hare wrong'd them, I have wrong'd 
them much. For« in what a difadyantageoas light ap* 
pear thefe deferters from chrii^ianity ia thefe pages i A 
deiftical tongue, a <briftian confcience, and a partly paga^ 
heart ! What a fad compofition is this / It is a far hea- 
vier charge than I wiih to find true. 

But it is a natural queftion» ** How comes it to palf» 
^ that men of parts ihould fo much diilafFedl the Scrip* 
^ tures, fo admirable, and. ifill more and more admi* 
" rable» in proportion to the difcernment of their rea« 
« der ?" 

Can it be from ignoroMce ? It may be io^ if their 
hearts are worfe than. their heads ; for there are parts of 
Scripture which none but a good man can well under- 
iland : ** Rejoice always ; and again I fay. Rejoice.'* 
This muft appear to the vicious abfurd, becaufe im- 
pra^icable, and therefore un.infpired. ^ To rejoice in 
tribulation, they have neither caufe, nor power. Thus* 
bad manners, almoft neceifarily, render men infidels to 
holy writ. Oh the contrary, a good life is a key to 
the Scriptures. " The fecret of the Lord is with thofe 
- that fear him." A text this, as unintelligible to the 
vicious as the former. As he has had no experience, {o 
neither has he any comprehenfion of its truth. * The 
good man comprehends, and feels it too. Thus the 
Scripture, like the cloudy pillar which it records, it 
light to the true I/raelite, but darknefs to the EgyptioMs. 
Hence acuteft underftandings in religious debates often 
lofe their td^t. 

Can that caufe we feek, be 'vanity f It may be faid 

of the Viicount's writings as of Catiline^ Satis eloquenti^, 

fapientia parum* Had his eloquence been lefs ; had 

thofe talents been denied him, which flattered him 

with hope of ihimng a firft iuftre in the lettered world» 

he 
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he had efcaped a temptation which has evidently been 
too hard for his prudence ; and a common-fiz'd head 
. hady probably, kft his heart in fafety. So formidable 
a poffeffion is an immor^ pen (if his is immortal); a 
pen mofe fatal to its mafter> than Cato*s fword. 

Or might not envy be thf caufe we feek ? •* Bat caa 
« thefe men envy Chiillians, whom they quit on account 
** of our unhappy miftake?" Man is not only defirous^ 
but ambitious too> of happmefs. He but ill bears that 
ftnotber fhodd be happier dian hiotfelf ; becaufe /uperior 
happinefs is a natural argument of fuperior wifdoro or 
worth. The man of a libertine life knows diat the good 
Chriftian> if his reHgioh is true, is, on the whole, much 
lappicr than himfdf. Therefore he wifhes it to be 
falfe ; and endeavours to find it fb. And ftrong endea- 
vours to be in the wrong. Heaven wiH punifh with fuc- 
tcfs. It will permit them id believe their own lye : ihat 
is, to fall on their own fword, which was drawn againft 
the truth. 

Non hos quafitum tnunus in ufus, Vi R c« 

And I am the more inclined to impute their oppofitknr 
to euvy^ rather than vanity ; becaufe pure vanity is con- 
fiftent with good*nature; and may be a very candid 
thing : But envy has bittemefs, and ill-will ;. and ridi* 
cttle is the genuine child of ill-nature ; ridicule» that 
tffeniive brat of which they are fo fond. 

Now though nothing is more improper in important 
debates than raillery; yet can I make fome apology 
for them. They may, poflibly, perceive, that the load 
on their own mifgiving confciences, would fink them, 
were It not for the light expedient of forced mirth, 
like a bladder filled with wind, to keep them above 
water: and that they, fometimes, have their doubts, and 

mifgivings 
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nifgivings of heart, it is reafonable to believe. To 
give full efhblifhed fecarity is the incommitfticable pii- 
vilegc of the GofpeL 

For the reafons above, I venture to {et down envj^ 
among the caufes of inSdelity, though (I think) bf 
others ov%rlQoked. And further, I believe it to be a 
'very principal caufe of lettered mfidelity in the worlds 
Other, but not greater vices are, doubdefs, the chief 
caufe of infidelity in lower, and iHiterate, life; 
where fenfe has no rival in thought, but tyrannizes 
aibne. 

But whatever is the caufe of their infidelity, be it ig^ 
norance, vanity, enn;y, or any other vice, their infidelity 
will naturally have fome effed in wr favour. It is much 
to be hoped, that it will put us on our guard, and make 
tts better men. Our leading a bad life, is playing into 
their hands. It is giving them an argument in the 
debate, againft ourfdves. Though the argument is bad, 
yet it is an argument ftill. And fince they have none 
iut bad arguments, and fuch they ivill make ufe of, we 
fliould not ihcieafe the number. This is likeYumiihing^ 
them with ammunition to protra6l the war; and though 
the war protradted will not hurt us, yet will it hurt 
them ; and, as we are Chriflians, that flionld give us aa 
equal concern. 

Secondly, ChrifHanity may thank its opponents for 
much new light, from time to time, thrown in on the 
fiiblime excellence of its nature, and the manifeftatioa 
ef its truth ; opponents, in/ome fort, more welcome thkn 
xts/riendi; as they do it fignal fervice without rjihning 
k in debt ; and have no demand on our gratitude for 
the flours they confer. The ftronger its adverfaries, 
the greater its triumph : the more it is diiputed, the 

taoarc 
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r indi^atabiy will it {htae. With what pioot plea* 
fore rnuft you fee the brighteft talents ftriking at it, with 
the moft hearty good^will, yet drop|aiig hamkb, like 
old Pmm's fpear ? 

Te/um if/Afllefine iSu 
Conjedt ; rauco quoJ frotinus ^re repulfim, 
Etfimmo clyfei nequicquam umbone fependit* Vi ao. 

Chriftianity, that great fupport of man's wel&re» 
and God's glory> like a well-built arch» the greater 
load of oppofition, and reproach^ its enemy lays on it* 
the ftronger it flands* 

Tbirdfy, Their antiduiilian writings may deteS them :< 
for fince (as (hewn above) a ^fe faith, or no faith at 
all, is the natural confequence of a bad life, it is pof- 
£ble that the gentlemen in the oppofition, while they 
are giving us their opinions, mxy be giving ua mon : 
They may be difcovering their morals, while they mean 
cnly to teach us their rr^^.* And, thus, they may cany, 
like Belleropbon, their own condemnation, while they 
imagine they are, gracioufly, conveying inteUigenceji 
and jnew light, to mankind : So that the old proverb^ 
Belkrcfbwtis litar^e^ may be a proper motto for the leanied 
labours of them alL 

But condenmation from others will be much more, 
fnpportable than their own ; if that ifaould fall on them* 
And where is he on whom it ihall not one'day faU ? 
If a man bom blind, who had never ^ much as heard 
of the (un, moon, and £bu:s, ihould iu^denly recave 
fight } he wodd not be more afbniihed at the firft ruilH 
ing in of thofe material glories, .than would the mai^ 
by vice ftruck blind to religjbn, be, athis irfl coa^sfti(Mi 
of heavenly truths, nfis^ divine maaifedations, awfu) 
revelations, fulfilled prophecies, numberlcfs ioiracles; 

and 
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and one imbroken chain of manrellons expedicntt, 
from before creation to this hoar» for our falvatkm f 
thofcf fpiritual luminaries ; thofe (dare I fay) fun, moon» 
and ilars, of the moral world ; if God fhould give him 
light. Till then, walking in darknefs, he muft mif- 
uke danger for fafety, ihame for glory, and mifchief 
lor pleafure. Like the blinded of Sodomy he reaches 
eagerly after, and prefles hard for, enjoyment ; but of 
real enjoyment;, of true felicity, he cannot £nd t^ie door; 
as I propofe (hewing in my 9ext, 

U fi>me part of it may feem too fevere, I muft ob* 
lerve, that no man can ftrike fire with a feather. A fire 
elemental is diffuied through all nature, though lock'd 
up in dark matter, and unapparent tn moft parts of our 
globe. Thus, I conceive, that there is divine grace 
ipread through aU hearts (where not intirely quenched 
by vice), though ina^ve, and dormant in them* No 
flight animadverfion can awake it. It muft be a Uow of 
fi>me force, that.ftrikes it out of a heart of ffint And 
fiich there mitfi be in thefe days of darknefs, when few 
iparks of grace are apparent. Such there muji be wbem 
infidelity prevvilt ; for infidelity, and &ith# are the day 
and night of the moral world. One reveals, the other 
lades heaven from our thoughts. Happy am I if thi« 
Letter ihall occafion the finalleft dawa on but one fingk 
heart, in this our grand edipfe. With you^ dear Sir» 
the dawn it long fince paH ; and that you may continue 
in the ligkt> tiU he^ven^ at that knock oi fedtk whick 
only will be heard, ihalL admit you into perfect day» 
where undijputed truth* and mmiftaken pleafure, with 
•ndlefs glory, crown the juft; this is the prayer of ^ 
Tmtr AffeBionatt 

HmaUi SiTvoMf, 

LETTER 
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Dear Sir» 

INow proceed to fay ibmething of Plea/ure ; that 
fttbjeft which you fo warmly recommend; not 
aware> t believe, that it may be long before men» 
whofe faults fet the public eye at defiance, will learn 
to blttfh when alone in their clofets. And till then, 
what hope of much reformation from the pen ? Be* 
lides, though our tranfgreflions with regard to pleafnre 
are great; yet they are not new. To the fcanda|.of the 
antediluvians be it fpoken, there were Britifh iniquities 
before the flood* To fuch a degree have all moral fub- 
je^ been exhaufted, that it is difficult for a writer on 
them not to repeat, though he is no plagiary. • But your 
defires are an apology for my deficiencies in compliance 
with them. 

Whether we are more hardened in infidelity, or fbf- 

tened in pleafure, may be 4ifpated : but none can deny 

that the love of pleafure is the root of every crime. 

Theft, murder, perjury, are a few of its fatal fruits ; 

2 nor 



ON PLEASU^RE. 209 

Bor the worft. But I iludl mot dip fo deep in its con- 
feqiiences ; yet deep enoagh to render the name of a 
man of pleafure, which ibme afFed for their honoi}r> not 
only ridiculous^ but deteftable. 

What an extravagant dominion does pkafure exer- 
cifeover us? It is not only thepeililence that walketh 
in darknefs ; but an arrow that deflroyeth at noon-day. 
The moon hides her face at our midnight enormities; 
and the morning blafties on our unfiniihed debauch, 
I am aimoft tempted to fay, that our impudent folly 
puts nature out of countenance. But there is no need 
by wQrds to exaggerate the fatal truth* Our luxury is 
beyond example, and beyond bounds; it flops not at 
the poor : even they that live on alms are ^ife£ied with 
it. 

It has often been obferved, that it is with ftates^ a^ 
with men. They have their birth> growth* health, dif- 
temper, -decay, and death. Men fometimes, drop fud* 
denly by an apoplexy ; flates by conqueft ; in full vi- 
gour, both. As man owes his mortality to original iin ; 
ibme fiates owe their fall to fome defedl, gi in&Hpity« 
in their original conititution. But cpntrafted diftemper 
is the moil common ruin of flates» an4 men. And what 
nation^ difbmper mpre mortal than our own } Qn the 
fbft beds of luxury moil kingdoms have ejj^pired. 

If caufes fhould not fail of their ufual effedl ; if our 
national difbemper, far from being cutaneous at prefent^ 
fhould reach the vitals of our f^tp ; ho^ applicable to 
this opulent, proud, profligate metropolis (whicJii calls 
the fea her own* and whoTe vices, more diffuiive, are 
without a fhore) would be the prophet^s facred dirge 
jover antient Tyre ; wbofe fei^-born wealth, and hell-born 
iniquity, let it ilot be faid, was bct 2l prelude to our 

Vol. IIL P pwn? 
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becomes ^miliar. And as vice increafea, feme expe- 
dient becomes necefiaiy to reoonciie us to ouHelves. 
Tlras> looking t>ut for fome fhadow of excuie; we natu- 
raOy'flide into groundleis doubts, and become infidels 
out of pure (elf-defence. 

And, as pleafure makes as infidels, by fhipefying the 
oonfctcnce : fo it makes us very bad huibands of tem- 
poral enjoyments, by darkening our underftandings^ 
and this unqualifies us for the very point to which aUne 
we pretend. 

It is this cloud on* their underfknditag which hinders 
our voluptuaries from difcerning, that their blind rage 
for pleafure turns bleffings into their reverfe. Birth, 
education, and abundance, are great bleflings; but, 
abufed by pleafure into i](iotives and inftruments of in- 
dulgence, birth is more ignoble than obTcurity; know- 
lege is more pernicious than ignorance ; and abundance 
more a misfortune than want. Men of rank (and of fiich 
I (peak) if wrong, can icarce avoid finning beyond 
themfelves. How peililential their example foils on the 
lower world, which, under the welome force of fuch 
illuHrious authority, turn dillblute, as much for the fake 
of their credit and fortune, as of their lufts.; pride, and 
intered, bringing needle(s fuccour to loofe defire ; and 
Tyburn has fometimes reaped, what afiTemblies have 
fown. Great men in the wrong, are powerful engines 
of mifchief, and, like burfting bombs, deftroy themfelves, 
and all around them. 

And as to the two fupreihe blefitngs, and glories of 
man, their reafon and immortality ; thefe, as they ma* 
nage it, flame out into vengeance too great to be men- 
tioned without horror. Their reafon ferves only to 
render them more guilty; and their immortality to 
render endlefs the fad wages of their guilt. 

It 
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It Is ibis cloud on our nnderfhinding which makes us 
lb little mafters in the very fcience we profefs. Happi« 
nefs is our ftudy, but are we not dunces in it? We 
know Hot, or feem not to know, that all r^ai enjoy- 
ment lies within the compafs of God's commands; 
which abridge not, but defend them : that when we dip 
too deep in pleafure, we ilir a fediment, that renders it 
impiire^ and noxious: that (as much a paradox as it 
may feem) the beft means of arriving at the true plea* 
fures of the body, is to prefervc, and cultivate, the pow- 
ers of the (bul ; and that a good underftanding is, in man, 
the fource, and fecurity, of mere aniiaal delight. 

Let thefe gentlemen take notice that I am not againft 
enjoyment; I am as great a lover of it, as they; for 
without a reliih of the good things of life, we cannot be 
thankful. Enjoy, but enjoy reafonably, and thankfully 
to the great Donor ; that will fecure us from excefs. To 
enjty, is our wifdom, and our i/uty ; it is the great lefTon 
of human life; but a lefTon which few have learned ; 
and none lefs than theje, who. proclaim themfelves makers 
of art in it. 

It is this pleafure-bred cloud on the undeWlanding, 
which makes us forget, that virtue is the health of the 
(bul : that all proVifion, and parade from without, can 
make a fenfualift juH as happy, as the fame can make 
an invalid : that both have pains adhering, neceflarily, 
to . their prefent ftate : that both have rather remedies, 
than joys : that afTemblies, balls, marq[uerades, (5fr. are 
but as well-flored hofpitals, unnecefTary to the found ; 
and but poor palliatives to the fick : though pretender:* 
to more than health, they confefs our didemper ; and, 
what is worfe, increafe the diltemper they confefs : and 
that of diflempers the worft, a wrong judgment in out 
moil important point. 

P 3 I grant. 
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I grant, that in the bomidlefs field of licentiourners, 
fome baftard joys may rife« that look gay, more efpe- 
cially at a diftance ; bat they foon wither. No joys are 
always iweet, and Hoarifii long, but fuch as have felf- 
approbation for their root, and the divine favour for 
their Ihclter. We are for rootlefs joys, joys beyond 
appetite ; which is the foie root of fenfual delight. We 
are for joys, not of man's native growth, but forced up 
by luxurious art: dung'd by great expence; and fhone 
On, not by the divine ^vour, but a ftrong imagination, 
which gives them all their little tafte; and makes them 
apt, like other crude fruits, to furfeit, and deftroy. We 
are, in a word, for joys of our own creation, the feeds 
of which Heaven never fowed in our hearts. But we 
may as well invade another prerogative of Heaven, and, 
with the tyrant of Elis, pretend to make thunder and 
lightning, as real joy. I fay real joy; joy we may 
make, .but not chearfulnefs. Joy may fubfift without 
thought; chearfulnefs rifes from it. Joy is from the 
pulfe ; chearfulnefs from the heart. That may give a 
momentary ilafh of pleafure ; this alone makes a happy 
man. And happy men there may be, who never 
laughed in their lives : and in a fit nation, where rea- 
fon calls for the reverfe, there is not in nature fo me-^ 
lancholy a thing as joy. 

It is this intellectual cloud, which han^s, like a fog, 
over every gay refort of our moral invalids (though in- 
vifible to common eyes), which flings us not only into 
miftakes, but contradictions. How fick are we of yef- 
terday \ yet how fond of to-morrow, though devoted to 
the fame cheat as the pad ? Which flings us into con- 
tradictions not only in reafon ; but contradictions to 
fcnfe. We can*t believe that fatigue, is fatigue : let its 

caufe 
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canfe be wliat it will. Too much recreation tires as 
inacbyastDonrachbafiners: yet one we fwaliow; ^09 
choaked by the other. The man of bufinefs has, at 
kaft, his feventh day's reft. Our fever for folly never 
intermits. Our week has no fabbath in it. So much 
lutrder is the mailer whom we ferve» dian that of better 
men ; and yet, to our infamous honour be it fpoken* 
we are better fervants than they. How do we run, la-> 
hour, expend ; expofe ourfelves, hart our families, re* 
fift unbounded, eternal temptations to wifdom; offer 
up the rich facriiice of confcience, and linderftanding $ 
watch ; watch late ; and all, bat pray, for his fervice f 
Quite jaded wit^ protracted amufements, we yawn over 
them. The dull drone of nominal diverfion ftill hmiu 
ming on, when th^ fhort tune of enjoyment is over« 
lulls us quite afleep. Like the bear in the fable, we 
hug our darlbg to death. Inftead of rejoicing in trir 
bttlation (of which few among us ever heard), we for* 
row in delight : for, to fpeak the truth (though we would 
not have it divulged), we tread this eternal round of va* 
nities, lefs, for the pleafure it brings, than for the pain 
it fufpends. It is a refuge, not a prize. Like criminals 
{as we are), we Ay to it from our much-injured, unfor* 
giving foes, from ourielves ; which chide and fting us, 
when alone; when together, we fupport each other's 
ipirits ; which is like failors clinging to each other for 
ikfety, when the veiTel is linking. We fly from ourfelvei, 
becaufo we firft fly from our Maker* Wretched flight ? 
Hell is nothing but an intire abfence from him; and 
every partial departure has its proportion of it. 

But thofe deep draughts of pleafure which befot usj 

muft aniwer for all abfurdities ; and, among the reiU 

for our intire ignorance of the nature of that world in 

which we live. Mirth at a funeral is fcarce more in* 

P4 ^ decent 
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decent and inmatiinl, than a perpetual flight of gaieCJr* 
and bnrft of exulution, in a world like this : a world 
which may feem a paradife to fools, bnt is an hoTpital 
with the wife : a world> in which bare efcape is a prime 
felicity. Efitgere tft tritmfbus. 

The numberlefs pains of body, and mind ; the dark 
iblemn approaches to, or dilinai veftibules of, the gravei 
as well as opening graves themfelves, are fo thick icat«* 
tered over the face of the whde earthy that an unpetri- 
£ed heart can't look round, without feelmg an bevitable 
damp, and general difconfolation ; and venting a figh 
univerfal for the whole family of JdoMj for the lot of 
all mankind. Nothing but ftrong faith in eternal life 
could hinder tears from burfting o'er it : nor are . tean 
too much ; for fympathy is the chief duty of human life. 

Were one tenth part of the wretchednefs /un^ that is 
fklu it would flrike us with horror. Heaven means to 
make one half of the fpecies a moral ledure to the other* 
It furrounds us with deplorable objeds^ not more for 
die fake of the wretched, than for our own; that our 
compaffion awaken'd, may awaken our prudence.; and 
teach us what we have to do^ by ihewing us what w^ 
have to feat* Shall the rich, and the welT educated, 
throw their abundance down the fink of unprofitable 
and untafled delights, wlule untaught multitudes mif- 
take, and fin; and indigent multitudes fliiver, and 
fiarve? While we think we are fparing expenccs, we 
are running in debt. How deep are we in arrears to 
the difirelTed I The diftrefled have, from reafon, as juil 
a demand on our fuperfluities, as we have, from law, 
on our fiewards for our eftates. But this is no phty-deht, 
and therefore, without diflionour, undifcharged. 

Is then my repeated cenfore of intelle&ual darknefs 
too fevere ? I wifh it were. Bnt, alas 1 how diliant 

from 
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frbhi their thoughts are the points the moft important ? 
How foreign to their intereft, and all that is neareft their' 
hearts ? When I fpeak of their darkneis, I do not for- , 
get my own. There is not that mtCn on earth that doe« 
not well defend cenfure, and even from them. But 
there is difference in deviation from the righti, Muha- 
tos are not EthiopUns, I grant in their excufe^ that» 
though all can fee folly in pleafures pafl> yet m^&. ht 
be wiier than Solomm, who fees it in thofe to come. Yet 
wiferthan Solomon, in this refpcd, muft we be, or con- 
tinue mere idiots ; and idiots with regard to tiie prefim, 
life t for this life's enjoyment ties, chiefly^ in our, title to 
the joys of the nekt; as earth becomes fruitful from the 
kind influence of the diflant fun. 

And now wtat occafion of advancing any thing more 
to the condemnation of thefe foils of Epicurus, and vBk 
disfavour of pleafure, than this, m». That by darken-. 
ing our underftandings, it robs us of this ivorld ; and bj^ 
fopefying our confciences. of the next. So far are they 
from their boafled happinefs» that even in the judg- 
ment of a Heathen (not to. mention the Scripture, of 
much lefs authority with them), they are dead while 
yet ^ive. Is demum vivere, atqut anima frui videtttr^ 
fui alicui intentus negotio, aut artis bmue, out praclari fu-- 
cinoris, famam quarit. Sailuft. 

It is faid of their mailer Epicurus, Deos 'verbis reii- 
quit, re fuftulit. By his, and their, goddefs, Pkafurg^ 
they do juft the fame. They loudly bgaft, and.eftec- 
tually deilroy, it ; the £rfl, through want of modefly ; 
the laft through want of underfhinding.. But they mufl 
keep themfelves in countenance, though out of heart; 
and make themfelves fome fnudl amends from vanity, 
for what is wanting to reafon, and to fenfe. 

Nor 
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Nor tread they their Mafter*8 ftepa in this akme* He 
out of a fwarm of dancing aiomt, was for making a 
world: They, out of a giddy whirl of innumendWe 
amufements, thofe minute particles of pleafure, are for 
forming happinefs : A fyftem equally philofophical ; 
and of equal fnccefs. A God alone can make one; 
the god-like only can atchieve the other : And whete 
are they to be found in thb hopeful fchool ? 

The otu thing neceffary for hapfnuefs is in coram«R 
ID both woiids ; this, and the next. In vain we feek 
% different receipt for it, one in time, another in eter- 
iiity. Virtue wanting, every thing elfe becomes ne- 
ceflary to happinefs, and tneffedual. To what amounts, 
then, the boaft of their nnmberlefs felicities \ It brings, 
in proof of their happinefs, a demonikation of their 
mifery. A good man Jhatl he fxtiifiei from bimfiif 
alone. A bad man ihali be diflatisfied, with all die 
world at his devotion. 

But there is a third partiqniar, in which, if they had 
fdlowed their Mafter, it would have been more for dieir 
' advantage, and credit : An indulgent Providence has 
abundantly provided us with irreproveable pleafnres \ 
why are thefe fwept away with an ungrateful hand, to 
make room for poifons, of our own deadly compofition» 
to be placed in their flcad ? Epicurus was in love with 
hi« gardens. Bat that is an amour too innocent for 
them : A garden has ever had the praife, and affedUon, 
of the wife. What is requisite to make a wife, and 
happy man, but refie^on and peace? and both are 
the natural growth of a garden. Nor is a garden only 
a promoter of a good man's happinefs, bat a pidlure of 
it : and, in fome fort, ihews him to himfel£ Its culture, 
order, fruitfulnefs, and feclufion from the world^^om^ 
pared to the weeds, wildnefs, and expofure of a common 

field. 
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fields is no bad emblem of a good man> compared to 
the multitade. A garden weeds the mind; it weeds it 
of worldly thoughts ; and fows ceieilial feed in their 
Head. For what fee we there, but what awakens in us 
our gratitude to heaven ? A garden to the virtuous is a 
j)aradire ftill extant ; a: paradife imloil:. What a rick 
prefent from heaven of fweet incenfe to man was waft- 
ed in that breeze ? What a delightfbf entertainment cf • 
fight glows on yonder bed, as if in kindly (howers the 
watry bow had fhed all its moft cdefttal colours- on it ? 
Here a^e no objects that fire the paifions: Mone that 
do not inilruA the unde^llanding, and better tixe heart* 
while they delight the fenfe ; but not the ienfe of thefe 
men. To them the tuHp has no colours ; the ro/e no 
fcent: Their palate for Pleafure is fo deadened, and 
burnt out, by the violent ftroke of higher tades^ a^ 
leaves ho fenfibility for the fofter impreiTions of thefe; 
much lefs for the relifh of thofe philofopliic, or morale 
fentiments, whidi the verdant walk> clear dream, em* 
bowering ihade, pendant fruit, or riling flower, thofe • 
Q>eechlefs, not powerlefs^ orators, ever praifing their 
great Author^ in^ire .* Much lefs flill for riieir religious 
infpirations. Who cannot look on a flower till he 
frightens himfelf oat of infidelity? Religion is the na- 
tural growth of the works of God; and infidelity, of 
the inventions of men. 

Spiritually blind, dea^ and ftupid, they fee not the 
great Omniprefent walking in the garden; they hear not 
his call; they know not that they are naked; they hide 
not among the trees; but Hand in open defiance of his 
laws. Religion is far from them. 

And where can we hope religion, if not in agef And 
are there Hecubas to be found among the bright Helens 
of our times ? Is diverfion grown a leveller* like death ? 

Can 
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Can aiTembUes baniih dilUndlon, and ihew u& all dates^ 
like chur€h-yards ? The latter, for their years, id the 
more proper fcene. Give me leave. Sir, to addrefs 
them; and addrefs them in hafle : They may die by to- 
morrow. To-nig|it they are ihining at the aflembly. 
Thither, for a moment imagination tranfports me to 
attend them. 

<^ So various. Ladies ! and cogentr ^e the reafons 
** which might call yott to this place, that I am at a 
" lofs which to thank for the honour it receives. Come 
** you to admire, or to be adnaired? Your modefty de- 
*Vcline8 the laft. Come you out of kindnefs, then, « 
** to authorife thofe amufements, you chufe not to 
'^adorn? Or come you, out of compaiHon, to make 
** thefe young criminals appear more innocent, than 
*' they could appear uncompared with fuperior indif- 
** cretion ? Or come you out of piety, to return thanks 
** at this religious houfe^ for your fb narrowly efcaping 
•* the grave ? Or come you out of pure generofity, to 
<' heighten the mirth of the night ? Your point is car- 
** ried. What borrowed ornaments are thefe ? Is vani- 
'< ty flill in its fpring? Is the folly of hairlefs heads 
** putting forth its gay bloiToms in the December of 
*' life ? Age cannot drop its dignity, and yet retain its 
" privileges. It muft be laughed at, if it will not be 
" revered ; and objefts of reverence cannot enter at 
<* thefe doors. We reverence- age, as we reverence 
<* noble birth; on fuppofition, both : If our fuppoiition 
*^ provesfalfe, our homage dies. 

'* A little entertainment, you fay, is natural — What 
'' a portentous jumble of feafons, what a violation of 
** nature is this; winter dancing with the fpring ? 
*' Where are the firft partakers of your paftimes, when 
*< paflimes became you ? Their very monuments are 

«in 
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"inixiiiis. What real connexion of heart, or inter- 
** efts, can you have with any now alive ? And without 
'«fuch conne^on, how infipid your commerce with 
" them ? Sure you cannot approve MtKintius*^ connect* 
** tion of the living with the dead. 

** Hang your hours, though, probably, fo few, Co 
^ ^uefy heavy on your hands, that you had rather bear 
«« contempt, than them ? Is it drowned by the fpright- 
«* ly viol; or hear you yon folemn bell ? Wants that the 
«* power to «all you to your clofets, which calls your 
i« grand-children to their graves ? Is it thus you dif- 
'*diarge the duties of age to the rifing generation! 
** Whatever feeds of prudence you would ibw hi their 
" hearts, before they can take root, thefe vanities blow 
^* away ; efpedally, if you, like the ladies of Lapland, 
« heighten the * hurricane yourfclves. 

« Have you never heard, my good Ladies, (rf* the re- 
•' demption of time? You carry yours to market, and 
*» fell it for nothing, nay, yon dearly buy it off your 
<« hands. •Can notlung but fuch trifles, fuch murder 
« of time, make you think that you are alive ? Can 
'<* nothing but the ftroke of death convince you, you 
-" (hall die? To their beauty alone, too much amufe* 
««« ment is forgiven, even in the young. What, then, 
'* havejr^i^ to plead?— That which is fairer than beauty, 
^* if you will c^ll it to your aid : Virtue can reconcile 
** our refpe^ to wrinkles. It can render age amiable, 
*« when bloom fmiles in vain. But vice, and deformity, 
^' when twifted together, is fuch a Gorgon, as turns the 
♦* tendereft heart into ftone. 

" Pardon, Ladies ! that I prefume to call that vice> 
*« which you will foften by fome milder name. What is 
« innocence in youth, may be vice in years. Befides, 



* Some aifemblics fo called. 
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'^ mark the nuTchief of what you call harmlefi expedi- 
« eats to iinooth the rugged path of life. You fpvead 
^ ttuit path with fnares, to the ruin of thofe you lore. 
^Yoa tsakj^ f^trental oMikmt^ that natural fafeguard 
'< of youth> their temptation to Ibtty; ^vAfiUal^Mi* 
^ ince, (b lovely, b piotts,. the ftra«ge caafe of ^ir 
^ crimes. Through fiich mazfn of more than iiEiUy* 
^ when parem^ lead the way; children, qui of pupf 
^ duty, may tread their wrong Aep«« Or^ if they have 
^ more difcernment, cor more grace; what follows i— 
^ What you yoarfelves will he (hocked to hear; and 
«* I to tell : A daughter, hh^ing for her who bore hen 
** Which to my knowledge^ and aftoniOunent* has b^ea 
^ the too memorablej and tqo deplorable, cafe.^ 

Here I would fain leave off*, and throw a mantle over 
the nakednefs of our own fex : But that would be too 
great partiality* It is too fare Jdam alfo fell. As I 
have fpoken to hb daughters, I m»$i fpeak. Sir, by 
your permiffion, now to his agsJ fons. I can ipeak 
with more freedom to thefe i I was forced to fpare hit 
daughters out of decency, 

« Ye firft on roll for Eternity 1 why this waile of 
•* time ? Why is its date quite erafed ? Your fpruce ap* 
*« pearance is a perfect, forgery. And deferves it not 
*< the wonted penalty for it ? You, for whom it is al* 
♦* moft as unnatural, as for a mole, to be feen above- 
** ground, what naean you by trefpafling on this nether 
*^ world ? Or if here, ye deferters from death ! to whpfir 
♦* corps you belong, why lift into fo very foreign a fer^ 
** vice ? Death, the more he is forgot, the n^ore formi- 
'* dable he grows. But how could you fqrget him, 
** who have feen him fnatching from your bpfqm fuck 
" numbers of your friends ? Has he fo often knocked 
** at the next door, and fo frequently fhook his lance 
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«* in vain? WUl yoa drop into the grave on your road 
** to the ball ? Ypu, who, one full age of man expired* 
«« commence, a ue^j with all the wantonnefs of youth, 
^ by an antichriftian regeneration; a ficond birth into 
<< all the foibles of a fenfaal life ! Coniider, what ten- 
<' der reverence, what refpefc mixt with compaffion, ift 
^ paid to years owning their iniirmities, and fupporting 
<' them, as they ought. Bat infirmities of body dif- 
<« iembled, ' that thofe of the mind may be the more in- 
** dulged ; a vicious mind Ringing on a jaded body into 
** fiiajnt ; this calls not only for the fcom, but deteila* 
<« tioa of mankind. 

^ Confider, Sirs 1 is there not fome milbJce ? Do not 
" your minds, through diforder of the machine, go too 
** flow, and mifrepreient the time of day ? Elfe, how 
** could men, who have not fpace fufEcient left between 
** them, and their graves, for life's wonted deluiions to 
^ difplay their gay phantoms ; who can hardly hope to 
** repeat to-morrow the farce of to-day ; ftill perM to 
«' be boys } Young men, indeed, may fee vifions of 
t' what never fhall come to pafs j^ and be ravifhed 
** with them: But old men in their fenfes, cannot fb 
^ much as dream dreams of delight ; fuch delight, I 
** mean, as yours. What delight can thefe gay fcenes 
" aJFord you ? I fhould think you fhould be more morti- 
*f £ed, than amufed, where you fcarce can fee a face 
** that does not make you look twenty years older than 
*' before. Hope yon any regard, or aifedion among 
, ''them? No; defpair even of tolerati<m, but when 
" thefe tnoderns^ for amufement, dip into you, as into 
" chronological tables, %x> know what happened before 
^ the flood : Find friends ia coevals, or defpair. 

^ Indeed, my good friends* in om fenfe, mod cer- 
«* tainly, you arc flraogers upon earth, why will you 

« not 
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« not be (b in the ^ ^ That you might be lb in the 
^ beft is, probably, the fole reafon you are ftiil alive. 
** Men in years, and the clergy, are the two natural 
• fupports of virtue and religion ; that b, the two co- 
** lumns on which public wdfare is built : And the firft 
»* is the ftronger, as there is Icfs prejudice againft it. 
f* They both have higher obligations to the wife than 
^ other men : And if the world fees thofe higher obli- 
« ga(ion« fail of their due effcd, their confciences will 
^* fit eafier under the negledl of their own. The clergy 
*^ are volunteers; the ag^d are prelTed by nature into 
*' the fervice of w^ifdom : And if they both defert, vice 
'* may tiiumph without a battle ; and virtue fall without 
'* a mourner, 

^ Ye fine men of rank, and parts ! a common fol- 
^ dier (your contempt, no doubt) (hall reproach you. 
^ One of them, requeuing diiinifiion from Charles 
" Vtb, gave this reafon for it. Inter vita negotia extri- 
'* mumqtte diem pportet aliquod temporis interetdere^ Much 
'^ more intfr vit/g itoluptates^ and our laft hour. Will 
'* you go to your graves with your eyes ihut, as P/»- 
'< torch tells you the Spartans went to their^beds in the 
^ dark ? If fb, as reafbnable men in years enter their 
** graves as a harbour, you will ftrike on yours, as on 
•* a rock. You do not only expofe youifelves* but your 
** whole fpccies. When they that have moft reafon to 
*< be wife, are the fartheft from it ; it finks the dignity 
** of our commoa nature, brings, beyond all other enor- 
** mtties, a reproach on mankind ; and gives each indf- 
^ vidoal, as a fufferer^ as a (barer in the fcandal, a juft 
'* right not only of cenfure, but revenge. 

*' This will excufe my indignation at two notoriom 
^'ofFendera: and therefore I (hall dare name them. 
** Who are they, but Sedhmy smd Torrifnmdf Their 

« pidjir^f 
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*^ pidlores have been partly drawn by the famous 5!^« 
^ mcur: I fhall iketch the reft. Thcfc arc two perfcd* 
'* heroes in this tranfgreffion ; old offenders in an of- 
** fence, which, till old, they could not begin: Who 
«* join the gallantries of Paris to the years of Nejior : 
*« Who read a play-bill, and a bill of mortality, witfi the 
*' fame fenfation^ and afpedt : Wlio can dmu/e themfelvci 
*' with a Cathedral fervice : aiid go for atl hoiir^s divir* 
**Ji(m to the funeral of a friend ? 

** How many friends havfc they loft ? that is, how 
•* often has their confidence in the world beeii fhaken at 
" the root ? And give th^y ftill fbll proof of their obfti- 
*» nate adherence to, and cordial incorporation with it ? 
'' Has it not daily crumbled away in th^ir fingers ? ahd 
«* will they hug it ftill ? How can their heartit ftill fwell 
f < with thofe flattened bubbles of idle joy, fo often pricked 
«* by death? 

** Ye two antediluvian youths ! what greater folly on 
^< earth than that of confounding feafons, and not giving 
«» their xefpeftive appropriations to the different periods 
^ of life ? Nothing can be in credit that is Out of charac-^ 
«» ter ; and credit you affeft, no one more. If you would 
** find it, let thefe gentle hints^ like the light touch of si 
** magic wand, make you (brink from your vernal bloom $ 
«' and wither at leaft to the decencies of fdurfcore 5 for 
«« I would make yoMfonu allowance ftill. 

« Know ye not, that they who in their wrinkled de- 
« cline ottt-dive in folly the temerities of youth, and die 
•' immaturely at twice the age of man, are void of ihamc 
"from cenfure human^ and divine; quite callous to 
«« God, and men ? Know you not that fuch faults after 
^ feventy are as feverely judged by this world, as the 
«• next ? To be bom like a wild afs's colt, is natural ; 
•* but not to live fo, and retain the colt's toothy when all 
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<' the man's are fallen oat. Time was, when to centau- 
^ lize was lefs ridiciiloiis. Bat unlefs your equeftrian 
^ part is now difmifled* laughter is irrefiftible; as your 
<' friend Hmrace aflures you : 

Solve feue/centem mature fanus cquum, ne 
Peccet ad extremufn ridendus. 

** Inftead of forfeiting every public place with your im- 
« godly omniprefence, you fhould be referved as the 
** great Mogul. A little felf-annihilation would be the 
♦* wifeil way even for your own vanity ; for the more we 
** forget our age, the more we remind others of it; and 
** the younger we wou^ appear, fo much older ihall we 
'' look, in all eyes but our own. 

** Yes, gentlemen ! to preferve your dignity, retire 
^ like eaftem kings* And kings, indeed, you may be, 
•* and glorious ones too, if you will be wife : For wif* 
•* dom is the crown of old age ; and the fear of the Lord 
'* is its glwry^* 

Smce the witchcraft of Pleafure is fo ftrong as to turn 
young men into old, by their infirmities ; and old into 
young, by their affe£ladon, and conceit ; let us look a 
little moce narrowly into the perverfe compofition of 
that marvellous being, which we ftyle a Man tfPUqfitrei 
and make fomewhat, if poiTible, like an analyfis of it. 

The man of Pleafure (though I fear he never afked 
himfelf the queftion) of what nature, fpecies, or rank in 
the creation conceives, he himfelf to be ? Does this yet 
unconflrued, undecyphered creature confider himfelf ai 
an immortal being ? or only as a rational P or as a mere 
emimal ? If as an immortal, let him regard things eter« 
nal : If as a rational, let reaibn reign : If as a mere ani» 
mal, let him indulge appetite ; but not go beyond it. 
When appetite is iatisfied, an animaPs meal is over : If 

as 
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as a cQliqpofition of all three $ let it not be SL.cxm£66oa of 
tiiem ; let it be a amptfitim ; and order alone can pre&nro 
l^t name. 

No ; he is for neither of thefe; He is an immortal^ 
without a fenfe of immortality* He is a jational, de* 
throning reafon ; and an animal, tranfgreffing appetite ; ^ 
An unhappy combination, a wretched chaos of all, widi« 
oat the benefit of either : Nay> a fufierer from each, be* 
caafe an abafer of all. They ar^ not, as heaven de%ned 
them, diree parties in aUiance for his happinefs : but three 
confpirators, of his own taking, againft his peac^. 

For mark this ipunortal ma^e of hmnan ruin ; appe- 
tite, reafon, and immortality, violate, and are vidated 
by, each other. Subtle \tzSoxi finds arts, and arguments 
to tempt appetite beyond her bounds. Unbounded appc^- 
tite with jftupefying fenfuality bribes reafon to drop her 
dominion. Her dominion drq>ped renders blzod immor-* 
tality regardlefs of things eternal : And diey being dil^ 
regarded, all inmiortality's boundleis powers, and de-* 
£res, devolve on things temporal ; and devolved on them» 
with violence impel depofed reafon, and riotous appetite^ 
to monifarous lengths of extravagance, which had other-* 
wife lain quite beycmd both their power and defire. 

Thus fbnd^ the perplexed, and hitherto not miravd'd 
cafe. The man, in his conlBtution, debauches thf 
brute : The brute debauched, dethrones the man : the 
dethroned man, and debauched brute, join in rebellion 
againft the immortal : The ijibdued immcurtal refigns to 
tliemits infinite powers and defires: which they exert 
to the deftrudion abfolute of all three. 

The man, if not in alliance with an immortal, never 
would have had an unbounded power and defire. If 
not in alliance with a brute, he never would have de- 
bafed them to mean, and fordid end«; never would havt 
confined them to things below: But being joined to 
Qjt, both. 
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boA» and, dirongh perverfenefs, and ftupkUty* rendering 
celeitial immortality inglbrioos* and terreftrial brutality 
more brutal, he creates a far more miferable being than 
cither of them apart could poffibly have been. We may 
therefore congratulate the mere brute on his high prero- 
gative of being incapable of becoming fuch a monfter of 
rationality as this. And ne Man ofFkafurey if moded, 
win, for the future, give the wall to his horfe. He, like 
Cedrust difguifes himfelf, puts off his dignity to ruih 
into danger ; and happy for him, if he meets with no- 
thing worfe than death. 

Reafon, and immortality, the man^ and the immortal, 
thefe only occafion the calamity ; and the poor animal, 
an innocent ally, muH fuBFer wit^ them. 

If your Mer's favourites will contemplate themfelves 
in any glafs but their own, let them look in this true 
mirror ; and though the features are fomewhat mon- 
ftrtius, let diem not difown them ; iince they may change 
them when they pleafe ; and they are pidlured ib mi- 
nutely, that they may be the more inclined {o to do. 
For what a hideous ruin of humanity is this? The 
world after the deluge, a lefs melancholy iig^t. Such 
locking footfteps fm leaves behind* it, in nature ani- 
mate, and inanimate. , Reafon, and virtue, are the ible 
beauty, and fole falvation of all. Through all her realms. 
Creadon groans without it* The Deity is all reafon in 
his nature, condud,.^d conunands. The great, inva- 
riable, eternal, altemadve, ^throughout his creadon, is, 
or reafon, or ruin. To how many ears in this happy 
metropolis is this difinal news ? 

I was going to fay, that reafon is the fble bafis of 
happinefs ; bat it is not. There are three kinds of hap- 
pinefs on earth, gradually lefs, and lefs. There is a hap- 
pinefs from the exerdon of reafoUf where reafon is givea: 

Thb 
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This is the happincfs of a man. There is an inferior 
happinefs from the gratifiaition of fenfe> where reafon is 
denied : This is the happinefs of a irute. And there is 
a calamitous happinefs where reafon is fuppreifed, or 
abufed : And this is the happinefs of z wretch. You fee 
then in what line of happinefs our/ne men muft be con« 
tent to rank. 

I know your Mer will call my analyiis above, a laby* 
rinth of fophiftry. I will therefore give The Man of 
Pleafire*% charadler in a manner lefs perplexed, and 
which fhe may probably cenfure as too plain ; and may 
wiih a clue were wanting to find the meanmg. 

He is one, who, defirous of being more happy than 
any man can be, is lefs happy than moil men are* 

One, who feeks happinefs every where, but where it 
is to be found. 

One, who out-toils the labourer, not only without his 
wages, but paying dearly for it. 

He is an immortal being, that has but two marks of a 
man about him, upright flature, and the power of play- 
ing the fool, which a monkey has not. • ' 

He is an immortal being, that triumphs in this fingle> 
deplorable, and yttfal/e hope, that he fliall be as happy 
as a monkey when they are both dead; though he de- 
ipairs of being fo, while yet alive. 

He is an immortal being, that would lofe none of its 
mojt darling delights, if he were a brute in the mire ; but 
would lofe them all entirely, if he were an angel in 
heaven. 

It is certain^ therefore, that he delires not to be there: 
And if lie not ib much as dejires it now, how can he ever 
hope it, when his day of difiipation is over ? And if no 
hope— what is our Man of Pleafure ? A man of diflrac- 
cion, and defpair, to-morrow. 

0^3 And 
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And who would buy to-day b dear, if it were fo to 
be bought ? as certainly it is not. Doubtlefs the tnti 
Man of Pkafure is he, who preferves order in his com- 
pounded nature; and gives the animal, rational, and im- 
mortal, their refpeAive dues. Who, as immortal, places 
in the fupreme Being his fupreme delight ; and, as ra* 
iion(dg fliunning fuperftitious auilerities ; and, as amimal^ 
too great indulgencies ; admits of all fecular enjoyments 
that are ilri^y confident i»ith \}^ fupreme. The tmep 
taad/al/e, Man of Pleafure, are brothers; bom of the 
iame parent, viz. an inextingaifhable love of delight : 
But fo fuperior is one to the other, that like the fabled 
brothers Caftor and Follux, one may be faid to be in hea- 
ven, the odier on earth. 

To be more explicit, I would gather three particuhu* 
branches from this general root of happinefs, and pre* 
fent them to your fifter, as a fpecimen of the reft. 

There is no man of Pleafure without his Eve ; no 
Eve without her ferpent ; no ferpent without its fting* 
He that knows not ^e pure delight, and ever-growing 
tendernefs of a chafte love, knows not the moft that the 
§dre& can bellow. 

He that knows npt the found cordiality, and conftant 
warmth of a difmterefted fnendihip, knows not the moft 
that man can enjoy from man. 

He that keeps not open a conftant intercourfe with 
heaven by frequent fervours of rational devotion, knows 
not a joy ftill fublimer than both. 

What are the joys of vice, compared to thefe ? What 
think their deluded admirers of a magnanimous triumph 
over ftrong temptation ; of a fweet repofe in divine fa- 
vour and prote6Uon ; of an iudefeafible nght to life eter- 
J2al ? Is there not- a certain grandeur, and folidity of 
happinefs in this i Is npt this better than n^iging from 

the 
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the gaaung-houfe to brothels ; and with other little, Hut* 
tering, gilded, noxious, liquoriih, infers, to be fixing 
on every nuifance from delight ? Sons of BeelziBuh the 
god of flics. I like not a certab, modeft fainthearted* 
neb in the friends, and advocates of what is right A 
Chriftian ihould let all fee what an animation there is in 
ChrifKanity above all that the world may admire be- 
fides. Chriltianity fhould be the boaft, as well as com- 
fort, of onr hearts. 

And now if we enquire a^r the canfe which hzi 
brought us into that fool's paradife, on which I have 
dwelt fb long, we ihall fee with what good reafbn Pka~ 
Jure, and Infidelity, are joined together in my plan. 

The Scripture afcribes the conqueft of the world, that 
i«, of its Pleafure, to /aitt; and is very copious in enu« 
merating renowned inftances of it. Were faith as pre- 
valent in us, we too fhonjd prove Alexanders in the moral 
world. All agree, that feveral goods being propofed for 
Qur ubimafe enjoyment, it is impoilible in our nature not 
to chufe the i^. All agree, that God's promifes are 
better than any thing we can carve for ourfelves. And 
all agree, that they are inconiiftent with fin. So that 
he who will take out his portion in this life, mu^ lofe it 
in the next. What then, againfl our nature, and againft 
Our rea/on, hbders us from prpfecuting our chief eft good f 
-*-Want Qi faith. All is refojvable into that alone. 

For induce. Our temptations are of two kinds. 
From things that, grieve, or things that pleafe ; the for- 
mer fright, the latter allure us, from our virtue. From 
poverty, pain, difgrace, or profecution, we fiy to falfe-. 
hood, or fraijd, for efcape. But thofe ills are not the 
ioimediate caufe of it ; but want o£ faith in God's pro- 
mifes, that, " He will fuccour us in thoje exigencies ; 
** md deliver us in his good time ; and make all things 
0^4 « work 
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•' work togedier for oor good.*' On the other hand; 
when Pleafore entices, and carries its point ; we do not 
think thofe Pleafnres, be they what they will, preferaUe 
to heaven. But heaven is at a diftance, and the foul is 
eager fox fnfent good* Bnt why is heaven at a diftance? 
lor want of faith; for faith is « the ySfi^^vr/ of things 
^ hoped for; and the t^Uince of things not feen.'' It 
antedates the exiftence of that which is future ; makes 
<* our converfadon in heaven> though we are (BIl in the 
f body ; aflbdates us with angels, though in our foli- 
^ tude ; and gives us greater joy in contemplation, than 
^ the world can give in hand." This is true, or the 
oondud of thofe heroes in Scripture had been impra^- 
cable ! and they, like ourfclves, were mere men. Thus 
Jmfidility leads to PUa/urei and PUafkrt confirms Infdi* 
Utf ; and both together confummate ruin* 

Tbift gentlemen feem to think that the world was 
flsade in jeft ; that there is nothing of moment, or feri- 
ons in it. There is nothing elie. There is not a fly, 
but has had infinite wifdom concerned, not only in its 
fim£lttre, but in its deftination. And was man made 
only to flutter, fing, and expire) A mere expletive in 
the mighty work, the marvellous operations of the Al- 
mighty ? Is joy thiir point) He that to the beft of his 
power has fecured the /^rm/ ^^^ has Vifmsptn^niscS 
joy within him. He is fatisfiedfrom bim/klf. They, his* 
rcverfe, borrow all from tvitbta. Joy wholly from with- 
out, is falfe, precarious, and fhort. From without it may 
be gathered; but, like gathered flowers, though fair« 
and fweet ibr a feafon, it muft foon wither, and become 
oflTenfive. Joy from 'within, is like fme^ing the rofe 
on the tree; it is more fweet and fair ; it is Ming; and, 
I muft add, iminortal. 



ON PLEASURE. 233 

Ad, tlierefbre, I have above ofiered thefe gentlemen 
tlif ee expedient^ for happinefs ; to perfuade their ac- 
ceptance of them, I fhall now give three ihort maximsy 
which will iit light on their memories, and (I hope) in 
time, eafy on their hearts. 

He that will x^otfear Q\3Mfeel the wrath of heaven* 

He that lives in the kingdom of finfe; ihall die into 
the kingdom offirr^w. 

He fiiall never truly enjoy his prefent hoar« who never 
thinks on his laft. 

Let yoar fifter, dear Sir, tell her gr^ pretty fellows, 
wlio are apofUes to thefe Gentiles, that, if they can ad« 
vance three maxims of greater truth ; or three expedients 
of greater efficacy to happinefs, than thofe above-men* 
tioned ; I am their convert, I exchi£nge my Bible for 
Bolingbroke ; and prepare for the Ball ; For N. B. I am 
but fourfcore. 

With beft wiihes to you, and thofe you love, that if» 
.all mankinds I am. 

Dear Sir, 

. Mo^ affe^ionately. 

Tours. 
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LETTER IIL 

On pleasure. 

In Answer to One received. 

Dear Sir, 

THE contents of your letter damp my joy in 
hearing from you. Even a good man's ap« 
proaching death ftrikes us widi ^me concern. I am 
ibrry that the fting, which Pka/ure left in your unhappy 
friend, occafions fo.fwift a decline. How naturally we 
lay hold on heaven when the world finks under us, and 
will fupport our hopes no more ! The piece of devotion 
which .you deiire, you ihall receive in my next. I can- 
not reiledt on your friend's diftrefs, and a noble youth 
whom I myfelf attended in his extremes, without dwel- 
ling dill longer on Plea/ure, which has cof): the world io 
dear. 

If difeafe, and infirmity, make us daily vifits in the 
perfons of our neighbours, and friends ; and death, by 
tie fame afFefting meifengers, gives us frequent notice 
that he will be with us foon : 

If. 
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. It, when death arrives, all mankind, however-divided 
before, unanimoufly clofe in one c^nion, and one wtih: 

If libertine enjoyments haften the approach, and 
heighten the dread, and imbitter.the cooifequencest ^ 
death: 

If death is the fingle event fure, and virtue the fingle 
purfuit indefeafible ; and the Divine Favour the ^xkgle 
point of abiblute importance : 

If that favour comes fo cheap, that the very leavings 
(in time, care, and expence) of our real enjoyments^ 
would go a great way in the purchafe of it : 

If the martyr's blood makes that purchafe fure : and 
it is impoffible that martyrdom, and 'voluptuoufnefs, fhould 
ihare the fame £ite : 

If the &te to be fhared'is endlefs ; and this, life but as 
a moment to an age ; and an age not a moment to eter- 
oity ; and eternity as much ours, as the prefent hour ; 

If he, that is over-fond of the prefent, Qit high in ex- 
pedation from any future, hour, either knows not this 
world ; or believes not in the next : 

If all this is true; that is, if it is day at noon; how 
happy, like your friend Eufebius, to flrike early into the 
riglitpath; and not fo l(mg to (lumber in indulgence, 
like the noble youth (of whom I ihall foon fpeak},as to 
fnfer the birth-day of our underilanding to be the laft 
day of our lives ? 

I told you, in a former letter, that I would give you 
your friend Eufebius^s charafter at large : not, to be fure 
for your information ; but to place him in oppoiition to 
the Men ofPleafure : And fo, 

Facem fraferre pudendis, Juv. 

jthat their deformity may be fet in a ftronger light,. 
fot the benefit of thofe weak eyes, who cannot fee a 

mountain 
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moonudn withoat fyedacles; with whom a Centaur 
paiTes for a man. Or, rather, who think a Man of 
Pleafsre an extremely happy creature, and, with antient 
aftronomers, p\ace the Centaur in heaven. Their Sagit^ 
tarsus there, or eternal hunter, ever aiming at Pleafiere, 
and ever miffing his mark. How very much, the cha- 
rafter of Eu/ehius will plainly fhew. 

Men of Plea/ure, notwithflanding all the thorns they 
meet with in their flowery path, imagine all would enter 
it, but for want of tafte, or fpirit, or purfe : Eu/ehius 
wants none of thefe. He wants not a tafte for aught 
that can gratify either imagination or fenfe; that can 
make a coxcomb or debauche ; but he is neither. Nor 
wants he a purie, or heart, to provide thofe gradfica* 
tions. His purfe is large ; larger his heart ; but not 
corrupt, and nobly wrong. He is young, gay, rich, ex- 
penfive. So far he is with them ; but will leave them 
foon, as the fun Aides from under an eclipfe. Hss riches 
widen the circle of his virtues. TJ!?eir riches increaie 
the number of their crimes. There are two kinds of 
cxpence : in both, riches make themfelves wings, and 
fly away. But widely different in their flight : in one 
they fly away as an eagle towards heaven : in their flight 
beautiful, and celeftial in their end. In the other, they 
fly away as an owl to the defart: ungracious and iH- 
omen'd, in their flight, and ending in the defart of 
ignominy, and ruin. 

Eu/ehius, though liberal to the demands of nature, 
rank, and duty ; flarves vice, caprice, and folly. Thefe 
(the great cormorants of gold), he fends begging to 
their doors ; they, as old intimates, welcome and em- 
brace them all. And if they have not thrice the for- 
tune of Eufebiusy muft foon be beggars themfelves. 
While he, with one half they fink in a debauch, lifts 

beggars 
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beggars (beggars, I mean from fortune, not from folly) 
into the real comforts of life. 

He too has his amu/ments^^ but not fuch as deaden, 
but revive : fuch as recover the relaxed tone of applix 
cation; re-animate to new effort; and thus are elTen- 
tial, though paufing, parts of noble, well-j,udging /«- 
duftry: He flarts not at a x^afquerade; nor thinks cards 
the books of the devil. But thinks all our diver£ons 
like long books, that were better epitomized ; or, like 
the books of the Sybil, which, as they were leiTened in 
number, rofe in their price* 

He, as well as they, has his parks, gardens, grottos, 
cafcades/ Hatues, paintings, ^r. but enjoys them more« 
Not becaufe his are better than theirs, but becaafe he 
is better than they. His paintings have beauties unbor- 
rowed from the pencil; and his datuesan i^/j eyes appear, 
like PygmaUoH^s, to live ; though mere marble in theirt. 
His all-animating joy within gives graces to art, and 
fmiles to nature, invifible to common eyes. Objeds of 
fenfe, and imagination, for the greater power of pleaf* 
ing, are indebted to the goodneOs of his hearts For as 
the fun is itfelf the moft glorious of objeAs, and makes 
all others fliine, fo virtue itfelf is the grea^eft of pleajfures, 
and of all other pleafures redoubles the delight 

He, and they, though they both value riches, yet en* 
tertain widely different opinions about them. He con- 
£ders a great fortune, as his being put, by a kind 
providence, into its honourable commiffion for doing 
much good. They confider it as a privilege, or at leafl 
as an excufe, for the contrary. He furveying his ample 
arcades, and lofty domes, rejoices more in what benefits 
others, than what aggrandizes himfelf : rejoices more in 
confidering how many mouths he has fed, than in con- 
£dering how many eyes he has drawn. He triumphs in 

reflc^g 
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reflefliflg to what numbers he has been enabled, by the 
divine indulgence, to turn» without a mirack, thofe 
iloncs into bread. They, from their huge Babel-like 
bnildingSy contrail a Babel-like pride, which turns, with 
regard to thof^ beneath them, their hearts into ftonc. 
Such men, in efie6l, build dvwmjoard, are the more 
Ignoble, that is the lower, for their height. 

He thinks, that heaven's rich donations imply in them 
feme transfer to the public : thr^ think they imply a 
transfer of the public homage tb themfelves. Inflead 
of imagining his grandeur to be a demand on the pub* 
lie for its homage, he looks on it as the public's demand 
on him for bounty, and patronage, of which he has 
crefted fuch proud promifes ; and by them raifed fo juH 
an expe6btion. He thinks, that their riches (how 
fbangcly foever it may found) run them in debt ; and 
that not to henefit^ is, to defraud. 

His humility is equal to his magnificence; and as 
magnificence with humility {peaks more regard for 
others, than himfelf, it eicapes envy, and enfures gene* 
ral applaufe. Their pride defeats their magnificence^ 
and robs it of that appiaufe which is its fingle aim: 
For it is a great authority which tells us, ** That fride 
** is a tree which eats up its vwn fruit ^^ 

Hekn6ws (what they coniider not), that iplendid fu- 
periorities cannot be neutral, with regard to the cha- 
ra^ers of thofe who poflefs them; that, therefore, men 
poflefs them at their peril ; that they muft degrade, if 
they do not exalt them. That heaven, which in fpight 
of different ranks, levels happinefs, defigned it as the 
peculiar curfe of the great (if they deferve it) to be lef- 
fened by grandeur, and illuftrioufly difgraced. That, 
if afes, and crocodiles, men hurtful, or ridiculous, in- 
habit fuperb piles, they m\x& defpair of being wor- 

ihipped ; 
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Jhipped: though, but through vain and keen appetite 
for public incenfe, they never had been built. 

You fee in how many points thefe men fall fhort of 
Eufehius in Pleafure from expence ; which, notwithftand- 
ing, is an article on which they pique themfelves nojt a 
little. And give me leave to fubjoin one more particular, 
which will afFeft them lefs than the former, tho' it ought 
to affe6^ themi moil of all \ his wealth has fubterranean 
channels ; bleffes unfeen ; and cofts the relieved neither 
blufhes, nor thanks. Not one prifon have they opened % 
not one tear have they dried ; which might fpeak in their 
favour, when their vwn begin to flow. The forrows we 
have relieved are the fureft fupport in our own. The 
beft that can be faid of their expcnces, is, that they are 
an unwilling encomium on thofe of your friend. 
* Senfualy of all our pleafures are the meaneft; how low 
muft a foul celeftial ftoop for them ! Yet thefe our thirfty 
fpunges of fenfuality, who fuck up every drop of it, in 
or ttut of, their way, tho' they take up the dirt with iu 
prefer to all the reft. And in thefe, if in any, they 
will venture to difpute his fuperiority. But, for reafons, 
jR>me already mentioned; more, mod; obvious: he it 
their fuperior in thefe. In pleaiiires intelle^hial, how 
far are they behind him ! and then the Tnoral^ they are 
all his own. It is one of their minute, and meagre 
pleafures> profeifedly to decline them : And thefe are 
the fiifreme. Moral pleafures, tho' faintly (in this im-- 
perfeft,ftate), yet truly talle of heaven; and, what is 
more, infure that heaven of which they tafte. And 
what an ineftimable fuperiority is this ! He that can 
think of death undifmay'd, 

Extremumque diem ^vit^e inter munera ponit, Lu. 
has more enjoyment, even in diftrefs, than they in tri- 
umph, with every vain amufement tarning reafon out 

2 ^f 
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of doors, left it ihould wound them with one whifper 
of the grave. On how many melancholy occafions in 
life ihoald we be glad of an afylum to which to fly ^ 
How ihoald we be traidported with a thought that had 
infallible comfort in it ? And that thought can be but 
one; and that one» it is the conftant aim> laboar> nay 
boail* of thefe wife men to d^roy. 

Eu/e6ius*s love of pleafure is o^ual to theirs ; whence 
then this vaft inequality of happinefs ? He commands his 
pleafures; fome he cultivates; fome admits cautioufly; 
others fends bluihing away. Their pleafures domineer; 
icout them away on vileft errands; bid them throw 
their patrimony in the dirt of proftitution, or de- 
bauch ; or dungeon them in midnight dens of fraud, 
and deftru£tion ; and command them to whirl it away 
with a lofing card> or ftamp it to nothing with a def- 
perate dye. What fcaffolds of fatal execution ai^ 
thofe guilty boards, where moments determine on 
fortunes for life ; and rage and diilra£tion threaten ruin 
eternal ? 

From this thraldom to their pleafures, this wretched 
impotence of hearty it is, that while Jbe has but one, 
and that a moft gracious Mafter> they have as many 
tyrants as there are follies, and vices, in the worlds 
Ten times a day they change their Pharaoh i and 
why I Becaufe his wages are fo poor. They hav^ it,, 
indeed, in their power to change their mailer, but not 
to break their chain. 

The Romans once pretended that they had a golden 
fiiield which fell from heaven : To fecure it from theft, 
they laid it up among eleven others made of brafs. 
This e;qpedient YltA been unneceflary againfl their wif- 
dom. They run away by choice with' the eleven coun* 
tirfeini with a multitude of falfe, inefFeftual pleafures, 
9f and 



ON PLEASURE. z4% 

ftnd leave the celeftiai^ as of do valile^ to men of lefs 
linderfbnding.— Virtuey the delight of Eu/ebius, is a 
celeilial (hield againft every evil of human life. Their 
pleafures are rather fwords, that//Vrr^ them through with 
many forrtnjiis. 

The contrail how iftfong ! Their pleafures die in frui- 
tion, and are remembered with regret. His furvive the 
prefent aflual enjoyment, and aFe as fweet in retrofpedl, 
as in hand. Theirs leffen on repetition ; his increafe : 
Theirs create, and aggravate, calamities; his avert 
moil, and alleviate the reft : Theirs haften death, and 
heighten its horror; his owe their perfedion to his final 
hour, after having heightened, and lengthened, all the 
blefiings of life. And what a wretch is that happinefs, 
and what an idiot that wifdom, that can offer no com- 
fort in the days of darknefs, and the hours of death ? 
In a word, their wretched joys flourifh* like difmal 
weeping willows watered by a ditch : Poor the figure 
they make ; flux and obfcene the ground on which they 
fland: His flouriih, like cedars of Lihanus, from the 
fountains of heaven; and are rooted in a rock; the 
jock of his falvation. 

It is this fuperior ground on which he ftapds, 
which imparts that inimitable fweetnefs of air, afpedl,, 
and deportment, which marks him, among multitudes 
of the gayeft, for the gay. They^ like things gilt, 
have much to (hew; much more to hide; are all 
darknefs within. He^ like a diamond, is tranfparent, 
and fhines at heart. He looks, as if njirtue, accord* 
ing to the wiih of fome fages, was at laft becoipe 
vifible, and fhone through him; in perfon, not precjpt, 
making a vifit to mankind: And man is mended by 
looking on him* 

VpL. III. R Now, 
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Now» pleafe^ Sir, to obfervej to what an aftonUhing 
degree that intelledual darknefs, mentioned in my for- 
mer letter, prevails in thefe men, that would oudhine 
a]l the world. What is their chief boaft? Why this, 
that they maJ^e the moft of this life. Whereas the very 
fundamental difference between them, and Bu/ebius, is. 
That they make nothing of this world, becanfe they 
defign to make their all of it. He makes much of this 
world, becaufe he holds it as little ; becaufe ever having 
the fentiments, without the terrors, of a death-bed, he 
fiever cuts off this life from the thoughts of the next ; 
but fees his whole exigence in one unbroken thread ex- 
tended before him. 

But, before I difmifs your friend Eufebius (though he 
ha& jnade you a Very long vifit), I mnft take notice of 
one particular more. Thefe gentlemen pique themfelves 
on their epitome of all virtue and religion, benen)olenee : 
If they had it, it would confute moft I have faid ; and 
. make diem very happy : For it may ftand as a general 
maxim, that irien are happy in proportion to their good- 
will: Nor is it llrange, that to the greateft duty, ihodd, 
by nature, belong the greateft reward. But their tide 
to thb virtue is hot clear. The realbn they fo loudly 
]^retend to it, is, becaufe they know they have it not. 
The weakeft fide of a citadel is to be defended moft. 
Eu/ebiutt on bis principles, muft havie univerfal good- 
will. Self-love obliges him to it ; and his own ha^py 
^ ftate of mind inclines him the fame way : For all are 
m^ft kind to odiers. When moft eafy, and pleafed with 
themfelves* On their principles, that this world hzaUi 
or, at leaft, all the^ will concern themfelves about; 
fdf-love obliges them to the contrary: And their nnea- 
ftnefi in themfelves feconds diat obligation : So that you 

may 
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may as well expe6t to find an angel among the diflblute, 
as a friend. And» indeed^ can any expeft that they 
Ihould love them, better than their own fouls ? Yet that 
would they do, if they car'd for them at all. 

But, inftead of endeavouring to prove what needs no 
proof, I fhall prefent you with the pifbire of otte of 
thefe great lovers of all mankind, if you will promife 
not to cut his throat ; which pidure, better than a D/- 
ntofthenes, will prove my point. Yon will know whoflii 
i* mean, when I tell you, that he is enamoured of the 
charms, and deep in the myftenes of play. That is, he 
is fo fond of riches (which a good judge tells us * mnm 
ionus unquam convupi'vit), of riches is he fo over-fbnd, 
that he is quite miferable if denied a daily chance of 
being ftripped to beggary. Greatef profeffions of 
friendship can no< man make, than this arch promifer : 
greater proofs of the contrary can no man give. He never 
did a favour, that proved barren to his own defigns, but 
he fent a cuife after it. All his kindnefTes are artificial 
flies ; if nothing is caught, they are pocketed agsdn. 
*^ Hook kirn, or hang him!* is a favourite maxim of hi» 
own coining. Me fmiles^ indeed, with great compla- 
cency on a crouded levee of devoted friends ; with bo 
lefs than on a hand of good cards. And his hope from 
both is juft the fame; that is, fo to play them off*, as 
to win his game. That done, if intereft, or humouf, 
bids, he throws them afide as a foul pack, and calls for 
new ; to fhuiHe, and cheat, and play tricks with, as be* 
fore. He confiders fools, as trumps, with which he is 
fure to win. If there are no fools to be taken in, he 
makes a pretty good hand of it with a knave of the 
right fuit. If he is fo unlucky as not to be blefTed wilh 

» Salhift. 
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cither, he gives oat, and, for that time, plays no more : 
For, without a good hand, a bad heart is infapportable. 
tut profperity fooths remorfe, and lays confdence 
afleep. This is one who knows the world: which, ge- 
nerally, means, one that knows not God. He never 
thought of that great, final ibke, with regard to which 
he, that honefUy bat defires it, is fure to win; and he 
that plays foul the moft dextroufly, is fure to be un« 
done. Such is JvUieMus^ fuch b that go94 man^ who^ 
as freely as eat hrs meal, could lay down his life for his 
friend. 

But, in excufe for fuch men, I muft own, that» for 
fuch as place their all here, there can be no.fhadow of 
ibcial happinefs, but from deceiving, or bebg deceived. 
From iUciMng, and fo finding fome account in their 
villany; or From being deceived, and fo finding fome 
account in their folly. For real friendihip amongil them 
is impofiible : And, indeed, to hope a friend in any man, 
that is not truly his own friend, is abfurd. From this 
account, it is evident, that the chief fountain of happi* 
nefs is dried up in their hearts. 

A ^wretch, almoft (mothered with all the reputed 
means of happinefs, would of all objects be the moft 
ridiculous, were it not the moil melancholy too. Dm- 
genes went about the city of Athens begging to the fta- 
tues ; being aiked the reafon, he faid. He was learning 
to bear a repulfe. Thefe gentlemen ihould learn the 
lame leiTon ; no ftatue can be deafer than moft of their 
purfuits, when they afk real pleafure of them. 
\ Thefe are the men, who, while Providence lays the 
reins of free-will on their wanton necks, ruih headlong 
into even unimportunate temptations. But when it ihall 
put its book in their no/e, and its bridle in their jaws % 

when it fliall drag them into the condition of your un- 
happy' 
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happy fiiend ; or worfc, when the tattered, convulfed, 
body (hall be (haking out an unwilling foul, loth to leave 
it for a ftill worfe habitation ; then, oh ! what a change ! 
It places full before me the laft Hours of that noble 
youth I mendoned above. Laft hours full of anguifh! 
how fit to be remembered by thofe that wifh peace to 
their own ! This is the funeral to which, in my firit 
letter, I promifed to invite your fitter Sempronia, and 
her gay admirers ; Stmprouia, who delights p/allere, li 
canton, eUgantius quam necejfe eft prpha. And what in* 
vitation more kind than that for which ihe may thank 
me for ever, when other entertainments end ? If they 
have their wine, this has its nedlar. Its cup of falva- 
don, preiled from that Vine, njohofe leaves heal the na- 
tions, and whofe fwelling clutters teem with eternal 
blifs. Funeral folemnities are more for the fake of the 
living than the dead. What a trifle that honour they 
receive from them, to the benefit w^ may reap from 
that afi«^ing fcene ! 

<Wi ! Sir, how affe£dng ! It is ftill before my eyes. 
That wretched youth dies again I Again I am fmitten 
with his death. It wounds me even in remembrance :' 
What, then, the fcene itfelf ! No words can paint it; 
no time efface it ; I meet it in my dreams ; I ihall bear' 
it to my grave. 

I am about to reprefent to you the latt hours of a per-e 
fon of high birth, and high fpirit ; of great parts, and" 
ilrong paflions, every way accomplifhed, nor leatt in 
iniquity. His unkind treatment was the death of a mott 
amiable wife; and his great extravagance^ in effedl^ 
difinherited his only child. 

But to my point. The death-hedci^ profligate is next 

in horror to that abyfs, to which it leads. It has the 

moft of hell that is vifible on earth. And he that has 
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feea it, ku more thzn/aith to coniinii him in his creed. 
I fee it no«r. For who can forget it ? Are there in it 
no flames, and funes ?— -You know not, then» what a 
fcar'd imagination can figure, what a guilty heart can 
feel. How difmal is it ! The two great enemies of 
foul and body, ficktufi and fin^ flnk and confound his 
friends iilence, and darken the ihocking icene. Sick- 
Befs excludes the Ugbt of heaven; and £n, its blefled 
h9p€* Oh! double darknefs ! more than Egyptian! 
Acutely to be /^// 1 

How unlike thofe illnnunated revels of which he was 
the foul ! Pld this poor, pallid, fcarce-animated mafs 
didate in the cabinet oSplea/urf\ pronounce thefaihion; 
and teach the ^yeft to be gay ? Are thefe the trophies 
of his fafhian conquefb ? Thefe the triumphs to be 
bought with heaven f Is this he who fmote all tbehr 
hearts with enVy at his pre-eminence in guilt ? See, how 
he lies a fad, deferted outcaft, on a narrow ifthmus be^ 
tween time and eternity ? for he is fcarce alive. Laih'd 
and overwhelmed on one fide, by the fenfe of fin; on 
the other, by^ the dread of punifiiment ! Qeyond the 
reach of human help, and in defpair of divine ! 

His difiipated fortune, impoveriih*d babe, and mur- 
der'd wife, lie heavy on him : The ghpft of his rour* 
der'd time (for now no mpre is left), all flain'd with 
folly, and gaih'd with vice, haunts his diftra£led 
thought. Confcience, which long had ilept, awahs 
like a giant refrefitd iJDitb 'wine ; lays wafte aU his fir-i 
xivr thoughts, and defires; and, like a long-depos'd, 
now vidiorious prince, on his Ueeding heart, iinpofes, 
inflicts, its vwn. Its late foft whifpers ^e thundtr in 
his ears ; and all means of grace rejefted, exploded, 
ridiculed, is the hok that flrikes him dead. Dead even 
to the thoughts of death, (n deeper ditrefs, defpair 

of 
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m£ life is forgot. He lies a wretched wreck of man on 
the Ihore of eternity, and the next breath he draws* 
blows him 9^ into ruin. 

The greateft profligate is> at lead, a momentary faint* 
at fttch a fight : For this is a fight which plucks off the 
maik. of folly* ilrips her of her gay difguife* which 
glittered in the fsUfe lights of this world's mummery, 
and makes her appear to be folly, to thegreateft fool. 

How think we tiien ? Is not the death-bed of a pro* 
fligate the moft natural and powerful antidote for the 
poifpii of hi^ example ? Heals not the bruifed fcorpion 
the wound it gave ? Intends not heaven* that;» ih-uck 
with the terrors of fuch an exit, we i)iould provide 
comfort for our own ? Would pp% he* who departs ob* 
durate from it* continue adamant* though one rofe 
from the dead ^ For fuch a fcene partly draws afide the 
curtain that divides time from futurity; and* in fcvife 
jneafure, gives to fight that trimendojis, of which we only 
had the feeble report before. 

Is not this then a prime fchpol of wifdom ? Are ncft 
they obliged* that are invited to this ? For what elfe 
ihoutd Tpdzm us if The pulpit? We are prejudiced 
againft it. Befides* an agonizing prpfligate* though 
/ijnr/* out-preaches the moH celebrated tha^ the pulpit 
ever knew : But* if he JpeaAs, his words ^night inftruft 
the beft inftruftors of mankind. Mixt in the warm 
converfe of life* we think witl^ men ; on a death-bed* 
with God. 

But there are ^0 leflbns of this fchool written* as it 
were* in capitals* which they that run may read. Fir^» 
He that* b thi? his minority* this fchockl of difcipline* 
thu field of confliA* infiead of grafping the weapons of 
his warfare* is for ever gathering flowers* and catching 
at bvtterflie9* with his unarmed hand; ever making 

R4 idlQ 
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Idle Pleafnres his purfoit; muil pay for it his vaft rever- 
fion ; and, on opening his final account (of which a . 
death-bed breaks the feal), fhall find himfelf a beggar ; 
a beggar paft beggary ; and fliall paffionatdy wilh> that 
his very being were added to the reft of his lois. 

Secondly^ He ihall find, that truths Divine Truth, 
however, through life, injured, wounded, fupprefied, 
is infuppreflible, viAorious^ immortal. That, though 
with mountains overwhelmed, it will, one day, bnrft out 
like the fires of ^tna ; vifihle, bright, and tormenting, 
as the moft raging flame. As now, (Oh 1 my friend !) 
I fhall too plainly prove. 

The fad evening before the death of that noUe 
youth, whofe laft hours fuggefted thefe thoughts, I was 
with him. No one was there, but his phyfidan, and 
an intimate whom he loved, and whom he had ruined. 
At my coming in, he faid ; ' 

** You, and the phyfidan, are come too late.F— I have 
** neither life, nor hope. You both um at miradesK 
** You would raife the dead." 

Heaven, I faid, was merdful-** 

** Or I could not have been thus guilty. What 
*'has it not done to bie/s^ and to>2i<i;tf mof<-»I have 
«' been too ftrong for Omnipotence ! I plucked down 
•' ruin." 

I faid. The BleiTed Redeemer-^ 

** Hold ! hold ! you wound me !-«That is the rock 
•* on which I fplit— I denied his name.'^ 

Refufing to hear any thing from me, or take any 
thing from the phyfician, he lay filent, as far as fuddeit 
darts of pain would permit, till the dock ftruck. Then 
with vehemence ; 

** Oh, Time I Time ! It is fit thou ihould'ft thus 
^ ftrike thy murderer to the heart.— »How art thou fled 

« for 
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«* for ever !— A month !— Oh, for a. iingle week ! I aik 
<* not for years. Though an age were too little for the 
^ much I have to do." 

On my faying, we could not do too much : That 
heaven was a blefied place— 

« So much the worfe. 'Tis loft! *Tis loft !— Heaven 
** in to me the fcvereft part of hell.** 
Soon after, I propofed prayer. 
•« Pray you that can, I never prayed. I cannot 
** pray.«-»Nor need I. Is not heaven on my iide d« 
^ ready ? It dofes with my tonfcience. Its fever^ft 
« ftrokes but fecondmy awn.** 

His friend being much touch'd, even to tears, at this 
(who could forbear ? I could not), with a mQft affec- 
tionate look, he faid : 

<« £eep thofe tears for Thyfelf. I have undone thee. 
c« .^.Doft weep for me? That's cruel. What can pain 
** me more i" 

Here his friend, too much aiFeded, would have left 
him. 

« No, ftay. Tifou ftill may'ft hope. — Therefore hear 
" me. How madly have I talk'd ? How madly haft 
** thou liftened, and believed ? But look on my prefent 
«' ftate, as a full anfwer to thee, and to myfelf. This 
'< body is all weaknefs and pain ; but my foul, as if 
«' ftung up by torment to greater ftrength and ipirit, 
'< is full powerful to reafon; full mighty to fuffer. And 
<' that, which thus triumphs within the jaws of mor- 
«* tality, is doubtlefs, immortai.'^ATid, as for a Deity, 
** nothing lefs than an Almighty could inflict what I 
M feel." 

I was about to congratulate this paffive, involuntary, 
f on£^or, 6n his aflerting the two prime articles of his 

creed. 
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cxetd, extorted by the rack of nature; when he thni^ 
very pafEonately : 

** No, no ! let me fpeak on. I have not long to 
^fpeak^— My mach-injured Mend! my ibid, as my 
^ body, liea in rains ; in fcattered fragments of broken 
-** thought : Remorfe for the paft throws my thought on 
** the fatore. Worfe dread of the future, Strikes it back 
" on the paft. I turn, and turn, and find no ray. J^idSt 
■^ thou feel half the mountain that is on me, thou 
* wottld'ft fbuggle with the. martyr for hb ftake v ud 
^ blefs heaven for the flames i^-Tkai is not an everb&- 
** ing flame ; That is not an unquenchable fire." 

How were we fbuck 1 Yet, foon after, ftill more; 
With what an eye of diftradion, what a face of defpair* 
he cried out : 

** My principles have poifoned my friend ; my ex- 
** travagance has beggared my boy; my uokindneis 
*< has murdered my wife !— -And is there anostber bell I 
if .—Oh ! Thou blafphemed, yet moft indulgent, l.prd 
** God I hell itfelf is a refuge, if it hides me from thy 
•« frown." 

Soon after, his underflanding failed. His terrified 
imagination tittered horrors not to be repeated, or ever 
forgot. And ere the fun (which I hope has feen few 
like him) arofe, the gay, young» noble, ingenious, ac» 
complilhed, and moil wretched, Jkamont expired. 

If this is a man of Pleafure, what is a man of pain ? 
How quick, how total, is the tranfit of thefe Phaeton" 
tiadesl In what a difmal gloom they fet for ever I 
How ihort, alas ! the day of their rejoicing ! Fvr a 
moment they glitter, they dazzle. In a moment where 
are they? Oblivion covers their memo]ies.^i-Ah i 

would 
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would it did ! Infamy fnatches them from oblivion. 
In the long-living annals of infamy their triumphs 
are recorded. Thy Offerings ftill bleed in the boTom 
(Poor Abamnt!) of the heart-ftricken friend: For 
Ahamout had a friend. He might have had many. 
With what capacities was he endowed, with what ad- 
vantages, for being gready good ! But with the talents 
of an angel a man may be a fool, if he judges amift 
in the fupreme pmnt, judging right in all elfe but ag- 
gravates his folly; as it (hews him wrong, tho' blefied 
with the beft capacity of doing right. 

Such, fo fatal, when abufed, are the greateft bleffings 
of heaven. Heaven grant bis agonies were an expia« 
tion of the paft ; not a prefage, and fad fpecimen, of 
die future. That his furviving companions and ad- 
mirers may never fuBFer the fame, give me leave to 
ipeak to them, while this affetling obje6l is (or might 
> ^) in their fight. 

** Ye f^aunch purfuers of Pleafure, opening in full 
_M cry on its burning fcent ! who run yourfelves out of 
<' breath* health, credit, eftate, and often life, after that 
** you cannot catch ! For a moment, ilacken your fpeed, 
^ and cool the fervor of your chace. It is a friend that 
^ calls, and he is his inun that hears. 

** If there is a fcene on earth, in which yon can find 
*^ greater advantage, than in that to which you have 
'•* been invited, do not come : If there is not, indulge 
-^ me in a few words, which may not be foon forgot : 
*• At leail, they will recur to .your thought, they will 
^* recur to your feeling hearts, when your prefent jovial 
^ chace is over ; when Plea/ure is no more. 

*' It will be grateful to your friend deceafed, whom 
•'' you were always willing to oblige, if, with his ac- 
^ compliOunents, you remember his faults ; for then 

** you 
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** ycm will not forget your owm ; bst read, in his deep 
*' diArds. a ftrong caation againft them. Affords not 
" the rock on vdiich he fplit> a (olid bafis for yoor 
*« fiifety? Has he not well mailed where mifchief 
*< lies ? See yon not the wreck of that gaUant firft-rate ? 
^ X)r, rather* is he not a beacon, lighted ap by kind 
^ Providence, to guide yon fafe through the dangerous 
** voyage of human life ? 

^ He once, as you now, imagined hin^lf in thii 
^ life, immortal. Was he not miftaken ? He has taken 
*' his final flight ; whither, who can tell ? If you con- 
** tinne yours, in the fame hxsd. track, who is he that 
^ camtot tell where the folly muft end ? Smitten, tranf- 
^ fixed, when moft fecure, from the moft towering 
<' heights he dropped, at once, into depths of diffrefs, 
^ not to be fathomed by nasi* In gaiety of heart defy 
«f not the danger. Are there not more arrows in the 
** fame quiver i and are not yon as fair and tempting a 
« mark ? more temptbg, if unadmonifhed, and mount- 
^ ing IBll over his forgotten tomb. And whom dare 
'^ you attempt ? An Archer that never mifled his 
•* mark. 

<< But you, from your gay pavilion, embowered in 
'* rofes, fee no threatening profpeds ; no dangers of * 
** death."^Oh, Sirs ! Death delights to lie hid in 
** thickets of rofes ! How often the gayeft fall firffc in 
^ his fnare ! Yet even this is too gentle, too mild, to 
'^ anfwer the good will of heaven ; it cannot keep the 
^ world in awe. 

** What uncommon fortitude is needful to bear 
.«* profperities unhurt? It is now funfliine with you; 
** and you think all is well. It is the feafon of indul- 
* gence.— But feafons will change. You that are 
^ now all focial comfort, gathered clofe in glad duf- 
2 ^ ters. 
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^ ters* and (like embodied birds of paf&ge bound 
^ for new dimes) on your impatient wing for new de- 
*' Ughtitl what will you do» when each of yon, fe* 
«< vered from the reft, an unexperienced, unexpe^ed^ 
f reduie, lies forely pain'd ; dreading worfe ; none 
*' to converfe with, but the two greateft Grangers, hi* 
^ own heart, and Him who made it ; and neither st 
** peace with him I Say, ye Grangers to c^re, and 
'' abounders in mirth ! what will he do, when he £iidt 
*f himfelf ilill fubfifting in a fiate, where. none of thofe 
*' pleafures, for which alone he wiihed to fubfiil, can 
** poillbly any longer Aib£ft with him ? When the 
^ dark matter at the centre will not be more foreign 
<< to him, than that which now beats h%h in his 
** pulfe, and flulhes in his cheek ! and Hings him on 
<■' to fchemes, that laugh at fuch lectures as thefe ? When 
"he finds himfelf led, by the foft hand of PUa/ure, to 
*« thofe difmal gates, which flie herfelf will never, never, 
«« never, enter ? 

** Confider, my good friends ! you ftill retain the 
** jiame of Chriitians ; and have heard of the Scrip-* 
«* tures. To fpeak their language. If Chriftiahs are 
«* racers, you have not yet flarted : If warriors, your 
« armour is not yet on : If labourers in the vineyard, . 
M yoa pluck down the vine, and get drunk with the 
<* grapes: If watchmen, your nap is not yet over. 
« There is no man, but in fome part of life, either fhmg 
*» by felf-mov'd confcience, or alarmed by fome provi- 
" dential event, as out of a long idle dream, darts, at 
** once, into his fenfes. The longer the dream, the 
** greater his furprize and pain ; and if he nod? to the 
«' laft, the pain and horror (as too well has been provM) 
,-** is incxpreffibTe. 

« Cannot 
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** Cannot tkit awfbl truth interrupt your flnniber ? 
« He fleeps {bond indeed, at whofe ear a friend's kneff 
«*fhall knock in vain. Bat» fetdng friendfhip afide; 
^ granting, that with men of your caft, a friend dead b 
« a friend annSiilated; aft, I befeech you, pure^^ 
•• tntereji one queilion ; " Have you no concern in thts 
^ deatiff Is it nothing to yon f " — Oh ! mudi, very' 
^ much ! It cannot ftand neuter. It is big with good 
** or ill. It muft haften your amendment, or heighten 
« your offence* Henceforth, Utitfime crimes are feven- 
••fold guilt I 

•» Have you never confulted the workings of nature f 
• Have you never been fttfrixed with a ferious feeling 
••of hearth When I ftand, though a ftranger, on the 
•• verge of another's grave ; when I fee the ihaken 
•• mould take poiTeffion of human pride ; and hear the 
•• folemn found of duft to duft\ what fweHing of fool^ 
«• but inftantly fubfides ? What falutary thoughts, bur, 
** at once, it infpires ? The grave of one unknown, and 
•* dybg a common death, would have this effe^l : What 
•• then, the grave of a friend, and of our cmm charaAer ; 
^ and that not good ; and dying of the follies in which 
•• nut live ; and with admonitions in his mouth, and 
•• horrors in his heart ? What heart impregnable to fuch 
•• an aiTanlt f What thunder equal to fuch a groan ? It 
•* would echo for ever in a penetrable ear. In a pene- 
*• trable heart there would be wrought a mighty change. 
•' For fee you not the mighty force that is implied in 
•• this mercy ? Heaven trulls not to your faith ; but gives 
**fenfible proof of what you have to fear. And could 
•• it do more ? Would a miracle fuffice ? — You have it 
•• in a mercy fo little deferved. If danger can alarm 
•• you, you, nonu^ are alarmed. If nothing can alarm • 
* you, nothing can fave. 

"Ifhould 
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^ I Jhoidd grieve to have laid too much. Yet> have 
•« I faid too mach, if my wOrds ftrve only to render 
** more itiexcufable that imprudence, which they labour 
** to remove. Rather know your danger, and embrace 
*' the plank (though not of cedar) which I throw out 
** for your efcape. Our fondnefs for good, ihuts our 
« eyes on evil ; we Icarce allow it exigence before it is 
"' felt. Sut, remember, we live in a mod mutable 
^ fcene ; and have the fear of to-morrow before your 
*' eyes. Not the keeneil difcernment can ken through 
** the feCohd of a minute. To kefep within the reach 
*^ of mercy, is the grand concern, and fupreme blefling 
« of human life. 

** My con'verttd ! or condemntd ! 
« farewelL'* 

Thus, dear Sir, I fpeak to thefe gentlemen. I wifli 
they do not rather chufe to ihew their parts, than their 
penitence ; and criticife my J^eech^ inftcad of their own 
cohduifiL if fo, they demohfl'rate how Very great oc- 
cafion there was of // ; though it proves ineffeftual. 



Moft Yot 
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LETTER IV, 



On pleasure. 



Dear SiRf 

YOU feem to thinks in your taft letter^ that our age 
is fo far gone> as to be pail recovery. I hope not. 
Amda^ a conful in the time of Gordian, revived on his 
funeral pile. I will not defpair, but that Britijb virtue^ 
noWf like the phcenix, dying in iXi^/weets, may fbrt op 
from its aihes, and re-aflume its former glory. I ihsdl 
therefore proceed a little farther. 

I grant, that The Man ofPleaJure, as well as the good 
man, has his joy. But their joys are very different. 
They differ not only in their objeAs, but their kind. 
Which is as yet a fecret to tbem\ and, poifibly, to you. 
Joy from temporals, is a terreftrial joy. And, like all 
things terreflrial, has a dreg in it. If you obierve your 
own heart, you will find, that joy from temporals, has 
ever fomewhat of a gay inquietude, a difturbed and tu- 
multuous delight. Like ibme liquors, all in unquiet 
ferment and confufion, while they fparkle, and fmile. 
«Joy from eternals, joy« I mean, on fpiritual accounts 
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{wikj Mens confcia r€Si\ or, a delightfal hope of im- 
mortality ; or an humble perfuafion of Divine Favour* 
bTr. This joy is celeilial, and, like a fine calm fummer's 
evening, is undifturbed, placid, and ferene. The firft is 
zpaffion, and that in the ftrideft fenfe; v/e/uffer from 
it, as well as enjty. Nay, fome have fufFered from it 
even to death. The latter feems rather to be, or to re- 
iemble, an in/pirathn, in which the divine caufe takes 
away, or fuperfedes, our human infirmity. Therefore, 
hy our church, moft properly ftiled The Peace of God. 
Nor let Centaurs imagine, that this peace is occafioned 
by the fmallnefs of the joy. No, // pajeth all under' 
fiatuUng ; and is, flridly fpeaking, a fpe'cimen, an adual 
part of heaven. 

For, indeed, tkt /t^eme happinefs, and mifery, of 
rational beings, through all variation of circumflances, 
and through every period of their ' exigence, is of a 
piece, or of the fame kind. Though, perhaps, in no two 
periods of it, of the fame proportion, or degree. There- 
fore, heaven and hell, how diflant foever fome think 
them, are realh^, though not fuUy^ on earth. Where- 
cver, and whenever, their caufes, that is, virtue and vice^ 
exifl, they will exift, in a meafure correfpondent to 
them« What then are the good and had, but the wretched 
and happy ? He, whofe foul repofes on his firm truft in 
God, like the halcyon that builds on the waves, if ftomu 
arife, may be tofled, but not endangered. Or, grant 
the worfl, thofe tumultuous billows that devour others, 
lock him to reft eternal. 

When the good man lies down to reft, no fears from 
the dan£[ers of the night break through his ftrong con- 
fidence in the Divine Protedion. When he awakes, his 
£rft thought lays hold on heaven; which gives thro* 

Vol, III. S the 
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die conftcrated day, iiidi i (weeliieis t)f a%eft ibid d^ 
jportmenty Aich a Ibrct and firnmefs to his fefidty ; diat 
we nay venture altnoft to (ay. Hi emethfirHk tu a h^dt- 
froomfrom bis ckamier, and r^&iceth, as agiaai, H rsm bis 
eoitrfe. 

Tbe Man of Flea/iart has his tittk clouds at the bi%ht« 
eft, the coaife of his happitiefs is retarded by a ftiaw ; 
and any ccmfiderable, fcarce confiderable, accident puts it 
^aite to death. Not only 'the neceflaries, or CDnvem<> 
encies» bat the decorations, and faperfltiities of life, are 
vital to his fickly feticity. In any of them he may re- 
ceive a deep or deadly wound. Whereas they are tatrt 
excrefcences to the good man's happinels ; and he has 
no more feeling in them than in his hair, or his nail x 
Kay his happinefs is of (b ftrong a confutation, that it 
tm ftand rr^/ calamities anhun. Nor qoits its Jtrtn^ 
bn the confines of the grave : wldch ^e Man of Pka- 
Ibore b6t ill retains in the fanfliine of life. 

Of which flrange bferiority one caufe is very obvi- 
ens. When all our hopes and fears are confined widiili 
this narrov^ fcene, what zxl infupportaUe importance^ 
what a tyranny over our paffions docs tlus give it ? 
ivhat demi-gods does it make our fuperiors, who can 
beftow, what we fiufi value > We tremble befoit thciku 
What mountains dto^ & make of Uttfe things ! bHralifb 
6ie greateft in our inventory ? We turn pale, ib me i ittes 
iaty at their lofs* But, the firft moment we take God 
lor our protestor, and hb predc^s promifes Ibr <mr chirf 
portion, our fuperiors, even kings, (brink to men ; and 
crowns imperial lofe iheir Inftre. Littie things are Htt2<, 
and leave our hearts at teft. As a taper to the ion ; 
ftich the fun to the glorits t bat /hall be revealed. Lock- 
ing to the clofe of tbe drama, we refome oar native 
% ^nit^ ; 
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digmty ; nor are fonger orer-asinexi on the ftage^bj our 
fellows ; or, perhaps^ our inferiors khind tic icene. Nafy 
fcmetimes, on it too. When, like poor Jbamsitt, thcf 
are forced to change their plnmc for the warm cap ii 
ficki^efs ; and are nnbtittomng their bu&lns on the bed 
of anguifh, terror, and death. 

And muft this, one daf , be the cafe ? after having ran 
the gauntlet of di&ppointing> painful, pleafores, and# for 
fome years, being aiHi&ed with delights ; to drop onre* 
garded, unlamented, infarootts^ into pmufhinent far 
greater, fir the paniihment they hate already ttnder- 
gone.— Of human happinefs what a difmal account is 
this? Yet this is the true. Let us, therefore enqoireif 
it is not woife than thejf deferve. 

Our Men rf PUa/ure zStSt much beii^ Mim tfthnutf 
too \ that is, they are as^ proud^ as they are diflblntt : 
or, in other words, they wiU not fto(^ to mean andl 
little vices ; they deal only in great. They fcom to piclt 
a pocket : but triumph in cutting a throat, if their im*^ 
maculate honour is violated by word, look> or thonghi;, 
then they trample all the laws of religion, jnftice, and 
humanity, without remorfe. My enptiry will join Thit 
Man if Honour ^n^ The Mem ff PUafurt together. But 
how (hall I enquire ? Mow fliall I know the heart of 
thefemen? And that only can inform me right. Let 
us then confider what thefe mens frw^r would be, if 
they prayed at all. For what is a prayer, bat addrefs^ 
ing to fbme fuperior power, the real deiires of our 
hearts? 

Thus then I will ihew you an exaft pi^fe of their 
hearts. There was fo maflerly a copy of a capital pic* 
tnre of Julio Romano, taken fay one ^hi» fchc^s, that 
he (wore it was his own original drawing. I hope fb to 
copy their hearts, that they ihallimagine» that it is not I^ 
S a but 
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but they themfelves, that ipeak. The defires of their 
hearts^ if doathed in werds, would run to the fbUowing 
parpore.^-But> frft^ thb caution : Let not that offend 
pious ears, which pafles in an impious heart ; and which, 
for the fake oipUty (though, perhaps, not without fome 
ihock to it), is drawn out into light. 

The Profligate's Prayer. 

<^ O Thou ! whoie omnipotence is but zfecoud attru 
'' bute, an able fervant to thy delight. Thou great 
<' fountain of PZf.^rr / i^/ucb I adore thee. Pleafure 
** alone makes me devout ; and let devotion advance 
*^ my Pleafure. For I am not more devout, than mo-^ 
<' deH ; I a/k not, yet, for heaven. Give me my heaven 
f on earth. Let Mahomet*s paradife defcend, and blefs 
*f me on this fide the grave. Let my honour too fhine 
f« before men; and let none fee my heart,— but Thee. 
*' NoB$m peccatUf ^ fraudihus objke nuhem. Give my 
*f lulb a long and prosperous reign over me ; and let not 
*5 religion approach to hurt me. Lead me into tempta- 
•f tion, and give me ftrength to comply with it. And 
** deliver me from all evil, that may mar my delights. 
« Let me be (as I have been) a brute while I live, and 
« an angel (if angels there are) when I die." 

. Is the good nian (hocked at this ? Yes ;' and the pro* 
fligate too. Few know the foulnefs of their own hearts. 
A famous modem, when, in an age he had loft his under* 
{landing, paffing by a looking-glafs, cried out in compaf- 
iion, ** Poor old Man /" not knowing it to be himfelf. Thus 
the profligate, at fight of this mirror, equally ignorant, 
ao doubt wiil cry out in furprize, ** Horrid ivretcb P* I 
i^nfweo thertforCf to the queflion above* wx* Is it not 

<voorfi 
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<i9wfe than (key deferue f That Men ofPkafure, thcmfelves 
being judges^ deferve the woril. 

In contraft to this (and fare it wants an antidote), 
accept that piece of devotioii yOa defired on your 
friend's account ; and may it prove of fome little fefvice 
tohiml 

Devout Thoughts of the Retired 
Penitent. 

« YESi bleflcd, ever bleflcd be the Divine Indulgence 
« for this. How wanted, how welcome, this afylum ? 
** this reeefs ? Here earth holds its peace; and heaven's 
** voice can be heard. Heaven's voic^, if we liften, ever 
^ i^Making in the human heart. Here let me commune 
*f with my fo^long-anxious heart; which has frequently 
*9 called on me for an audience, and found me pre-engaged. 
'* Or elfe, the rade world broke in on our conference ; and 
«< fatally puihedit 6S till a farther' day. Though (fhodc- 
"ing to coiifider!) though a depending eternity often 
** chid ifky delay, 

'* While the noife of the world beats its drum in our 
** ears ; and its bufUe, and hurry, throws its duft in bur 
** eyes ; who can hear the foft whifpers of confcience, or 
** read the ftrong demands of reafon, though written in 
<« capitals, on the compofed and difenchanted heart ? I 
** now read, hear> and tremble. I tremble at that, in 
** which I once triumphed. I biuih at that, of which 1, 
'< once, was vain. Oh, Pkafitre! PUa/ure! what art' 
. ** thou ? The death of reafon. And with reafon dies the 
'< whole heaven, as well as chara^r, of man. 

'* The cloud now a little broken, which wrapped me 

^ Kip in nightj look roundt my foul enlarged; and fay, 

S3 " where. 
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*' vhtrct or wlot tmlf Am immen&y armmcL jaei am 
f* eternity before me ! a itauiow, my Pleafiire ! a mo* 
** ment, my time ! a Yapoor* my life \ And ihall a mo- 
•^ ment, ihade, vapour* engage ^1 my lore f engioft all 
^ my thought i Shall it bid an aagel from heaven wait 
^ my better leifare ? Bid the great Father of angela de- 
•• fer his call *till to-morrow f — -What, O my foul ! if He 
«« fhonld call no more ? Good God ! If He ihonld call 
«« no more ? If He fliould leave thee to thyfclf?— Where, 
f* then, is hope ? Where, then> is man i 

** Man» defperate man, tlie iiril moment he fets up for 
^ hifflfelft and, impatient of contrmil^ takes die reia into 
^ his own mad bmds : the firfl moment he is at liberty, 
c'hcis tbegreateftofilafes. Howfhackledi howhar- 
^ xafs'd ! how tarred ! In die midil of his riots, what a 
*' famine of joy ? None can be wife for time, that are 
« fools for eternity. Dreadfal independence I the firfl 
<< moment man quits hold of his Creator he drops ! In 
^ diftra&ion and min, how unfathomed his fall ! 

«< Out of that deep, I call unto Thee, O Lord I Lord, 
«< hear my voice. Diflbive the charm that ties me down 
<< to delights 'trifling, tc^rrefhial, infernal ; and give me 
^ wings to rife into day, and reach the things that be- 
•* long to my peace. WJbore is the creature, which Thou 
^^ haft made? lil^ereis the heart which Thou haft given? 
« This fink of poUutioa ! this neft of all vkes ! it could 
** not ^ome from Thee. No, I have fnatched it out of 
«« thy bk&d hand, and let it M in the mire. What is 
** it to me, that tky mtr^is $ver (M fiy 'works, iifice I am 
«« ivp/ what Thou haft made ? 

^ I have ftept on a precipice, and dreamt I was in 
«< heaven. Slept on its very brmk; though vengeance' 
<< frowned over me, and flames roared beneadi. What 
^ liprrorB aw9fee me ! What a g«iph fi^s before me ! 

«*What 
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^ What mercy has faved me ! Wliere had i been^ had I 
^ di^d yefterday ? Oh, let this Ipad^ this mountainoas 
^^ load, on my heart, fink me lower, and lower ftiil, in 
<f adoration that I live ! Had I felt ti^/e pangs before,-^ 
** before I had been reGlaimed.-*-Thou, that beareft up 
** the pillars of the earth, (upport my fpirits !i<«Where 
*' had I been, if yefterday had been my laft ? Where— 
« oh where ?— And eternal too l^^Etemal /—^O Lord, 
<' God Almighty ! coold thy thunder ihake me more ? 

** Thou glorious God, who makeft the thunder 1 let 
f ' me dttnb above creadon ; and fos^r into thoughts of 
«* Thee.— How I wai|der i^ and down, bewildered and 
^ benighted, through the boundhfi of fuch a contsmpla- 
'< tion i Where, what, who, how, art Thou ? Source of 
** all Beings 1 Centie of all Good ! Great Antient of 
^ days ! before the birth of time ! beyond the compre- 
<< henfion of angels I Filler of ImmenAty ! who lookeft 
•* down on the higheft ; and the loweft doft fuppert N— 
^ fupport even me. 

'< Support me while I labour at fbme idea of my God 
t* —but I labour in vain. Thou i|ioft dbvious, and moil 
** occult ! moft preient, and moft abfent of beings \ how 
•* much of Thee is ^^'0^«</^ How little of Thee is i^Mwurf 
<« I am in Thee, yet cannot iind Thee. I can neither go 
** from Thee, nor to thee. Qlouds, and thick darknefs 
** are thy pavilion ! WondeM paffing wonders, through 
** the moment of //W, and the immenieof «fenr/(f, guard, 
** and aggrandize, thy tremendous throne ! 

** Btfore/tsch a Judge, O ny foul ! art thou to plead 
" thy caufe ; to pour out thy deep forrows, and deepejt 
«' fins; to tremble out iky eomplaint? Oh ! let me an- 
** nihikte my ielf before Him. Nor tJOfHcht nor «m», nor 
** angel, is any thing in His fights 'till he is nothing 
^ in his own. Who, Lord ! ever thought on Thee, and 
\S 4 ** was 
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f* was not confounded/ And give me leave to add, 
'* Who, Lord ! ever prayed to Thee (as he ought), and 
«* was not blefied ? For wHch infinite mercy, from the 
** firft thrones in heaven, to the meaneft worm on earth 
«< be payed all homage, praife, and adoration; confiant, 
** profound, ardent, and eternal ! 



Part IL 

«' Are they that pray, Ueiled?— But what is that to 
^' me ? Dare I to pray ? To whom is prayer addreiled ? 
** Oh ! how dreadful in majefiy ! more dreadful in 
<< vengeance! dreadful to the bleiTed above! more 
** dreadful to man ! more ftill to the finner ! what then 
'^ to the deepeft in fm ? May not I then fay (as is faid« 
** Lord God Almighty, of thy blefied Self)' H^l^ '^ f>P^ 
** before me; deftru&um hath no covering F Where then 
^ ihall I fly ? I cannot fly from thy prefence, I dare 
'« not ftand in it. Should I fink to the centre, I am 
<« ftill in thy fight. Even darknefs dete& me ! even 
^ flight brings me nigh ! Oh! Thou that doft light the 
^ fun, as a taper; or tread it out, as a fpark ! WhyJiUl 
** in being, a wretch ever defBned to pain ? Oh ! let me 
«« be nothing; or, let me be Thine. 

" And what a nothing, indeed, am I ? What a no- 
<< thing, compared, is man?*- tThou that inhabiteft 
** eternity ! my foundation is in the duft. Lord moft 
** Holy ! I was conceived in fin* Qod moft Mighty I 
«< what weaker thaji man? Great! lUAy\ Mighty! 
<* Three Perfons, and One God ! Creator ! Redeemer I 
** Sanaifier ! Three Benefaaors, and One Being ! with 
** what indignation doft Thou, behold a wretch of fiich 
♦« complicated guilt? a finner to The?, to the Public, 
^•^dHiinfelf? 
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** And dare I then approach? The prefamption hour 
« great.?— But greater to forbear. To fin is bad : To 
^ defpair is fatal. Oh 1 mofl: merciful Jefus ! what re- 
" fuge, but in Thee ! Yet dare I not meet tliy face : 
^ I come trembling behind Thee. If I touch but the 
^* hem of thy garment, I fhall be whole. Even dogs 
*' may eat of the crumbs that fall from their mailer's 
** table.— For that bountiful grant, what adoration is 
« due ? With proftration profound I cannot but adore. 
<« -^What adoration is equal? I cannot adore aright. Or ' 
** could I ! I am unworthy to lift an eye to thy throne. 
*' My incenfe has no odour ; pty anthem, no praife. 

** But Thou, Lord, wide as the arch pf heaven, doll 
** extend thy compaffionate arms to receive a return- 
^ ing world. As the (ands of the fea are thy mercies^ 
'^ and (with horror let me fpeak it) my tranfgreffions. I 
«' have looked on an unfeeling heart, as a quiet confci* 
^ ence : On a multitude of iinners, as an apology for 
^ fin : And on the faihion of the world, as a repeal of 
<< thy laws. I have been thanklefs, for what Thou 
f* haft moft bountifully given : Senfelefs of what Thou. 
/< haft moft bountifully promifed: Provoking, under the 
.^* greateft obligations : Peeviih, and impatient, under the 
^ fmalleft evils : Riotous under tliy judgments : And by 
'* thy bleffings, moft unblefted : I turned them into 
^' poifon ; and by my proiperity was undone. 

** I have ftudied iniquity as a fcience : Being vain of 
J' diftindiion in it; and afhamed of my duty; I have 
** blufiied at the glance of a man, and a man moft mif- 
.^< taken ; and fet my face as. a flint againft reafon, and 
^< againft Thee : I have even borrowed infidel fcraps for 
f* the credit of the day ; and run in debt for deftrudion: 
^* Time given for repentance, I turned over to folly ; 
ff ^nd made the Divine Mercy a promoter of fin. Nay, 
i ••Ihavc 
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<< I have £mied even beyond my powder. Wkat fekenef 
^ have I laid, which thy goodnefs difappeinted ? How 
«* many crimes have I committed, which never came to 
«« pafs ? 

" With fttch overflowing of HngodlineTs I qaenched 
«' Thy bieifed Spirit ; I have trod, with thy Divine Laws, 
** thy precious blood, ander foot. All this. Lord ! Thoa 
«< knoweft ; and yet I ftill live : All this. Thou haft feen'; 
«' and yet haft Thou held thy peace. Thim haft fhortened 
^ thine arm; and curbed vengeance in air; though 
^ called for (if daring can call for thy vengeaaee) to 
** fall on my head. 

^ How long. Lord ! haft Thoa iorbome me ? And 
^ forborne when thine arrows went abroad: Though I 
<' flood in the firft rank of offenders ; nor ever lifted up 
** tlie fliield of devotion ; quite naked in fin. My lefs 
^vicious companions fell frequent around me; and 
^* difmal was their fall. I wafhed off its memory in 
•*'thc next welcome debauch ; and the Juft caufe of re- 
^'morfe but redoubled my guilt, fiy admonitions un- 
** admoniflied, by thy mercies unfoftened, by my own 
** fentiraents unawed, by my own convidion uncon- 
^ vinced, I cenfured their condudi;, and trod on in their 
«' fteps. I deplored their fad exit, and pc^ed on to my 
** own : Becaufe fpared, when moft obnoxious, I thought 
*« myfelf immortal. Tn every path of Pleafure, in every 
^' flight of ambition, what gay, fanguine, multitudes of 
^* thofe bom after me, and in every promife of lifo to be 
** placed before me, have I fecn rife, bloom, triumph, 
^' languifli, decay, and die ? What a myftery of mercy 
*' is this ? And what a miracle of madnefs am I ? Amid 
«' this mighty field of flaughter am I fBll alive?— While 
f« I doubt if I ftiU live, I live on my crimes^ Nay my 

« vcify 
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^ very repentance incretfes the namber. Repentance 
^ fo langdd; {6 far ihort of my guilt ! 



Part IIL 

'< Lord ! from that ftapendons height> towards wlucK 
^ the cherubims lift up an eye in vain, bow down thine 
^ear, and hear^^^O Lord! hear taie n^t. For what 
^ have I to plead ? what cxcufe to cover, what palliation' 
^ to lbften» my guilt f Can my confeffion of fin weigh 
^ anght in my fiivonr ? I fear, not a grain ; for where- 
^fere have I confefled my tranfgreffions? becaufe I 
** could not conceal them. Thou knoweft even thofe, 
" that are unknown to myfelf. But then. Lord ! I have 
^ been tempted«-^Ye8, and I have courted temptation. 
^ Frail nature has feduced me. — And have I not indulged 
^ my iedncer ? Public example bore hard on me; — And 
^ I rejoiced in that excufe. I have finned with my 
- £idiers.«~True, but I have finned beyond them. What 
^<age for indulgence has fo looTened the rein? And 
^ who, in fttch an age, has mfhed farther in ill, tiian 
<f the wretch at thy feet ? 

** But is there nothing in counterbalance ? no dawn-' 
'< Bigi of good ? ■ no pretenfions, at leaft, to virtue, to 
** lighten the loaded fcale ? Yes ; I have been an advo- 
*« cate for virtue— That I might remove all obftru6lions 
*♦ in vice. I have gone to thy temple — Bat left my 
«* heart behind. Nay, I have prayed — But wifhed not 
*^ what I a&ed. I have aimed at humility— Out of 
** pride. I have given— But without charity. I have 
^« been kind, the \ery kindeft of men — ^To gain power 
" of being cruel, as the moft malignant of foes. My 
s€ devotion to Thee has been abfolutely declined ; yet 

<* never 



268 ON PLEASURE. Let.IV, 

<< never have I repented, but of tmigimu in guiU,: nop 
** ever had a darling joy, but what is the parent of my 
•» fre/ent grief. 

** On fearching my Own heart, that abyis of corrup- 
<' tion, I find there is hardly a virtue which my hypo- 
** crify has not worn, as a maik ; hardly a vice which 
** my prefumpdon has not aded -under it. By thde 
<« abandoned means bringing into difcredit virtue of 
<< others the moft fmcere ; and makbg more heinous my 
*^ own deepeft guilt : to the public a icarce left pemi- 
** cious peft, than a fatal aiTaffin to myfelf. Thus, Lotdl 
^ all my pleas but inflame my indidment;' and^feeking 
*« excufes, but difcovers new crimes. 

** But, as I difcover new crimes in myfelf by my own 
** awakened refledion ; by the gift of thy Grace, I dif- 
** cover new goodnefs, new glories, new wonders^ in 
« Thee. I have lived in darknefs, in the (hadows of 
*' eternal death. I wrapped myfelf up in the world, I 
*^ faw nothing ; but what had been better unfeen, what 
** made me blind to Thet. But now thy Divine attri- 
•* butes break in upon me, like the morning ; and awake* 
** me to thy prefence. I fee Thee in every thing* And 
'« feeing, I adore. And adoring tremble. 

** Thine attributes, at once, all lighten upon me ; and 
. ** ilrike me, like him of Tar/uft thy lefs perfecuting ibe ; 
«' they fbike me to the dull. Thy mofl awful Onmi- 
«* prefence; thy moft incomprehenfible Glory ; thy moll 
** unbounded Wifdom ; exquifite Juftice ; and ineffable 
*' Goodnefs ! Goodnefs, how ineffable ! And to m^ 
'* Lord ! to me unfupportable. That chief caufe of my 
** confufion ! fevere upbraider of my conduct \ and 
"terrible aggravation of my guilt! If thy goodnefs- 
"thus pains mej what then will thy vengeance.^ 
" When.tV vengeance awakes (cover me, O ye moun- 

" tains !) 
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^talntl) When thy vengeance awake*— Oh ! mercy! 
•* mercy ! mercy !— Thou mighty to fave ! oh ! have 
*• mercy upon me. 

« And mercy then wilt have, thou Father of all mer- 
** cies ! of mercy, redundant, inexhauftible, fource! Thou 
" wih not condemn him, who condemns himfelf. Who 
« trembles at his own tribunal. Who is fcarce ftrucfc 
** widi more horror at vengeance, than at guilt. At Jucb 
** guilt ! and to fach a Mailer ! whofe bounties enabled 
« me fo iignally to fin j and who, my fin k^ provoking^ 
«* {o long over-looked. 

" But I repent. Lord ! I repent— Yet how dry are 
«* thefe eyes ? how hard is this heart ? Strike thou the 
<* rock, and the waters flow. Let not him, who groans 
** under his tran(grei3ions, groan under thy difpleafore. 
«• Thou Giver, Guider, Lover, yea. Buyer, of Souls I 
*' and, at what a price ? Who doll hear the very thoughts 
'* of the wounded at heart ? Hear, pity, fpare ! Nor let 
•« the Lord be angry, if J prefume to add— Oh ! fparc 
«* thy paternal tendernefs, oh fave it from its averfion ; 
•• ilsftrange work. Vengeance is an alien to thy moil 
** amiable nature. Ruin is a fubverfion of thy moA gk)- 
** rious fcheme. 

** Though common fenfe has deierted me ; and a 
^ UgioH pofTeiTed me ; though I have contradidled m^ 
** own reafon ; and fought my own heart, which flood in 
** defence of thy laws ; though I have flruggled hard 
*^ ibr madnefs ; and taken ruin by force ; yet let not 
^ compaflion be quite a flranger in heaven. Let not 
f* thme anger burn for ever. Wherefore is the Lor4 
*' angry, becaufe I am a finner? What elfe canfl thott 
^ forgive. Becaufe my fm is great ? If pardoned, the 
** greater the glory. Thy fervai^t is wicked : but ftill 
*' a fervant. Thy fon a prodigal : but fiill a fon. 

<« Though 



07O ON PLEASURE. Let. IV. 

^ Thotgh a fon'a duty ha» been windag in me ; lofe not 
« Tlioa, boencUds love ! «^ the bowds of a fatber. Am 
•^ not I the work of thy hand ? Do not defpife it. Ait 
<* image of thy majefty? Do not blot it ont. The price 
*f of thy blood ? Oh 1 caft it not away. Shall things in- 
^ compatible combine to my deftni£kion ? Can I be re« 
«< latcd to niin, and to Thee? Let it be thy bkfied 
** pleafure to reclaim^ not to dcftroy me ; if deftroyed, 
^ thy foe will triumph ; if reclaimed, there is joy in 
<« heaven ; and ten times ten thonfand will £ng praiTo 
«' round thy throne. 

Part IV. 

" But if I am pardoned, who then can be punilhed ? 
«* What ftains can condemn, if an Aitbiop cfcapcs ? The 
>« regions of darknefs are part of thy creation ; and hor- 
<* rors infernal were not made in vain. My crimes, in 

* Ihemfelves, how great ? as committed in defiance of 
<• Infinite Majtfty^ they are greater ftilL What then (hall 

* I fay ? To what Ihadow of excufe fliall I fly ? — ^Pardon, 

* Lord ! the weaknefs of my reafon, if I judge, or rather 
•» hope, amifs : Thine Infinite Majefty^ feems to plead 
**for me. Fain would I find an advocate in thai^ in 
" that very caufe, which moft heightens my guilt. 

*' For what, my Lord ! am I ? a poor complex of 
«* littlenefs and vanity ; the very centre of infirmities; 
•» a combination of all caufes, that can call for thy com-^ 
^ pailion. Frail flefh, and fleeting fpirit ! a moth ! a 

* worm ! a flower of the field I To-day, and not to- 
^ morrow 1 at morning, and not at night ! not mafter 

* of a moment ; not a match for a breeze ! A dream ! 

* a vapour! a (hadow ! a thing of nought! polling 
^ through daily doubt and danger> toil and trouble, into 
" trodden dull and afhes \ 

•• Such 
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^ Svdl am I ! fudi was I made !«*-4uid mzAt b]r 
** The* : And now. Lord ! wilt Thou make bare an arm 
•* Alflligiity ag^nft me ? . wilt Thoa lift up a bolt that 
«< cali cruih creation, againft its meaneft worm t (oh ! 
<« pafdon what diilrefs compels me to plead) thine Infi- 
** mti Majtfty declares againll it : that refcues the iinner, 
«< though k enhances the fin. Does not my meannefs 
** diiarm thy might ? Is not the greatnefs of the offend- 
^ ed, the offender's defence f I am, indeed, unworthy, 
** mtiSt unworthy^ thy favour : but am I not unworthy, 
** thy refentment too ? Thou that fitted on the highed 
^ heavens, and feeff worlds infinite dance beneath diee, 
«« as atoms in the fun!— Wilt Thou, oh! wilt Thou, 
^ not remembtr, that I am but dud ? 

*« Yes, Lord ! Thou will remember it : Thou wilt 
** remember thy glorious Self: what antient days re- 
^ found ; what wonders Love Divine has wrought of 
** old. For to whom do I cry ? Art thou not He, to 
•* whom none ever cried in vain f Who created not, but 
** to ble& : commands not, but to preferve; nor pu- 
** niihes, but to reclaim. Who has not more relieved, 
*< than anuused with his extremities of love ! for art 
<^ Thou not the fame Lord, who, though ;nod offended, 
«* as if Thou wert the offender, bejkeches «j to be recon- 
'^ciled? Who mourns over the impenitent? and over 
*« the impenitent for fins againftHimfelf ? And when his 
«« forrow can't prevail, even weeps in their ftead ? thofe 
«* tears obdurate Jeru/ahm would not fhed, didft Thou 
•* not take to thy own bleffed lids, which overflowed at 
'' the bare profpeft of its ruin ? Who, without pious 
*' terror, without the greateff aftonifhment, can think on 
** thcfe things? or, who, without comfort, ftill greater 
** HtLznthatf 

** Nor end oar healing hopes of comfort here ; not 

"only 
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^ only to heCceth, commirerate* and weq>» defcended 
<* the kid of Glory, and Eternal Life, but to die. And 
•^ oui^A/ a death ? And after «xZr«r a life ? A life of com- 
^ paffions, without number, and beyond meafore : What 
** a ihinin^ progrefs, what a flnpendous afcent in love ? 
^ He meeu the retaming prodigal : looks compaffion 
«' on denyifig Piter •- re^e£b not diibelieving Thomas : 
** admits fuifbl MagdaUn : pardons the taken adolterefs: 
** and ailbciates to himfelf, in Paradife (where angels 
** cad their crowns at his feet), a thief from the crofs. 
^ What a marvellous and moft adorable climax is this ? 
« And is it poffible for love to rife higher ftiU? Oh ! 
«* let it rife higher, and reach even me. 

•« What am I, Thou moll exuberant Fountain of 
^ Love ! that 1 (hould fet a bound to fuch compaflion as 
** this \ Can ocean be repelled by a fingle grain on the 
•* ihore ? What a triumph of mercy to pluck the ruined 
** from ruin \ What an omnipotent a£lion to fave the^mofl 
^ loft? Though pleafure has fooled me ; though reafon, 
^ confcience, heaven, nay and earth too, in one fcale, 
'^ has been outweighed by a feather in the other; though, 
** with Efauy I fold mj birthright for nothing ; yet, 
** Lord I let thefe diftradions of thought, thefe con- 
<* vuliions of heart, thefe pangs of the wretch, if not 
** the prayer of the penitent, reach the foot of thy 
•* throne : for. His dear fake who fpared not his moft 
** precious blood ; oh ! fpare, pardon, blefs ; yes, blefs 
•*me, even me, O my Father! Yes, Thou all-fur- 
« rounding, all-pervading, all-fuftaining, and all-bleffing 
•* Majefty of heaven 1 blefs me, even me, O my 
*« God ! 

«* Thou! who if thou moveft thy lip it thunders: if 
f* thou lifteft thine eye, the fun is dark : who haft thy 
••way in the whirlwind; and walkeft on the wings of 

"the 
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*' the iHnni: who fitteft above the heavens^ and hideft 
^* thy ibotfteps in the great deep ! Bat (above a11>) whofe 
** fuperabondant efHnence, whofe ocean of love» over*- 
*' flows the whole creation ! add to thefe wonders one 
** wonder more— the fbrgivenefs of gmlt like mine: 
** hear the fuppliant voice, fee. the bleeding bofom, 
'* thefe throes, thefe throbs of the moft vile and aban- 
<« dohed-^but moft repentant and heart-Jbroken, of 
** men. 

<' Then, Lord ! eome the worft> I will not compldn. 
" My joy (hall burft its way throngh the frowns of the 
'* world; and the ihadows of death. Thet^-^BleJiMgs, 
•* aHii honour y and glory, and pbujoir hi to Him nuhofitteth 
^ on the throne, and to the tamh^ who nails iin to his 
«' crofs! — Thus will I fing in fpite of my groans! 
** Thus will I (ing with iny laft expiring breath I Thus 
** will I iing for ever, and even 

« Amen. O my foul ! Amen, Amen.** 

This, Sir, is that importunate, ardent, perfevering, 
ipirit of addrefs> which was fuitable to the ftate of the' 
perfon from whom I borrow'd it. It may poffibly (partly 
at leaft) fuit fome others. And I thought it inhuman to 
gaze, fo long as I have done> on the difeafe, without 
aiming at fome expedient to mitigate its maligmty. 
There is a fovereign balih in prayer. 

I know. Sir, there are certain quietifts in devotion, 
faints of great repofe in prayer, who may ceniUre this, 
as too warm. Buti when ihottld we be warm, if not 
when our eternity is at ftake i Shall we be warm in our 
vices ? and cool in our repentance ? Were our paffions 
given for nothing } or given only as the fervants of fin ? 
Is it not heaven, but its reverfe, that is ta be taken by 
violence } I, therefore, drop this diljpttte, not only a» 
. Vol. III. T unchriftian. 
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tmchrifiioM, but umbiJNeMl too : for, if there is a God, dl 
oar aiFeftions are to6 feeble* aD the wings of our foul 
are too few, to be put forth in puifuit of his ^vour; 
and being languid in devotion, is, being fidemnly un- 
devout If there is a God, he gave vs our paffions, 
,aa well as our reafon ; they therefore, as n^U as reafon, 
fliould affift in his fervice. And, indeed, reafon with- 
jDut them, though it may loudly tell, will but lamely 
perform our duty. How great a part of the fcripture 
jnuft thefe men's kind of criticifm explode ? Poor Da- 
1)14 mull break his harp, left it give o^nce. Even an- 
gels have their paffions, nOr are any beings exempt from 
the nted of them pn this fide the throne of God. What- 
ever exemption fome may fancy in their own favour, let 
as, xxiy friend, who have feen the neceffity of devotion for 
others,, not negledt our own. Nor in the pride of in- 
firuOing, lofe the prudence of fafety. 

You and I, my friend 1 lie under two difadvantages 
in this point : the world's example, and oiw own years. 
It is an undevout age : and will yon not be furpriiKcd to 
hear me iay, that ours is an andevout period of life ?-* 
Yet it is moft certain, that there is a tendernefs of heart,, 
and a fufceptibility of awe, with regard to God, as well 
as man* in yottth,^which» in moft, is wanting afterwards. 
This want is an enemy we mufl figh^ and fervent prayer, 
iSnzxfwordofthe^irit, is the beft weapon againft him. 
Prayer* becaufe the moft eafy ©f duties, feems, with 
many, the hardeft to be performed. It ceft» them fo 
little painsi, they think they may as well let it alone. 
Whereas, it is the fapreme, the greats mother-duty ; all 
Other duties, and vktucs,. are its progeny ; are brought 
forth, nurfed, nourifh'd, and fuftain'd by it. Devotion 
is the fole afjUum of human frailty, and fole fupport of 
keavenly pexf^Oion ; it is the golden chain of union be^ 
. z tweea 
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tween heaven aioui ciurth; kcfps ppen ^ ii»fbi cpm- 
manicadon ; 

-"^eminique factt commercia ngnL Claud. 

He that has never prayed^ can never concei've, and he 
that has prayed as he ought, can msrcv forggt, how mach 
is to be gained by prayer* 

Dear Sir, 

Tours. 
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LETTER V. 

Life's Review. 

The ceheral Cause of Security in Sik. 

Thoughts for Age. 
♦♦»♦»♦♦»♦♦♦♦ 

Life's Review. 

Dear Sir, 

IN this and the followiog letters I (hall touch on £?e 
pomts: Lifers Rtmew\ The General Cau/e of Secu- 
rity in Sin : Thonghi fir Age : The Dignity of Man : 
The Centaur^ J Reftoration to Humanity. The three firft 
are naturally fuggefled to me, by the world's wicked- 
nefs, and our own ; and our advanced time of life. The 
fourth, n/ix. The Dignity ofMan^ is naturally fuggefted 
by the notoriety of it& reverfe in thoC^ for whoTe fake 
thefe letters are principally written. For who can look 
on Lucifer in his abyfs, without thinking of that height 
from which he fell ? By which alone we can take any 
juft meafure of his calamity. And the fifth point, 
nfix. The Centaur^s Reftoration to Humanity» is forcibly 
impofed on me by the tranfporting thought, thztfucb an 
event is poffible. Yet fhould it take place, pofterity will 
fcarce believe it: 

Jrmaliim noftrmm labortLvit fdm* L. Flo. 

* I begin 
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. I begin with The Review of Life % and that, though 
chiefly for our ovm fakes^ yet alfo for the fake of all 
our grey-headed boys^ as Sudbury, Torri/nwid, IrMfide^ 
&c. (or though beafts of io grofs a dafs as they choofe 
to rank with, fcarce deferve to be brought to the ma- 
nege, yet pupils not yet expelled the fchool of life, 
ought iHll, if poifible, to be taught the leiTon they have 
fi) long negleded ; and I offer myfelf gladly for their 
tutor ; tho' I fear they would prefer a tetamthrum * to 
an apQtbeofa : Their erudition will not leave them at a 
lofs to know what I mean. 

There is nothing of which men are more liberal than 
their good advice, be their flock of it ever fo fmall ; 
becaufe it feems to carry in it an intimadon of our own 
influence, importance, or worth. We (for you approved 
it; oiv, I fay), have beftowed abundance of it on our 
Centaurs, which, I fear, will bring us in but little 
thanks. Let us, therefore, return from abroad, come 
to ofirfelves; and fee if our. expoh of wifdom may not 
be wanted at home. We have cenfured the aged ; are 
we not fuch ourfelves ? Is there no folly to be found, 
but at aflemblies and mafquerades f Or is folly not folly, 
becaufe it hits our own talle ? Let us lay the line to our 
own condudl : Let us drop foreign ware, and put our* 
felves into the fcale. 

Yes, my friend ! le^t us make a fhort viiit to our for- 
mer felves. They are^ indeed, great firangers ; nor much 
U> be liked ; Yet it is a viiit aU fhould make who wifh 
well to the future of life. J Re'view of Life is an em- 
ployment agreeable but to few ; becaufe none can look 
back without felf-condemnation ; and none njaill look 
forward but with felf-flattery. But though the taik 

* A medicine to take out wrinkles. 

T 3 may 
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may be bitter, it is wholefoiiic too. AJk you, ** What 
« advantage from It ?**-*-It is the only tvay 6f taking 
my Centaur's * Idtrice* and knowing ourjeives, A Inan 
can fee kimfelf in retrOfped^ion only. When warm in 
^^6n, he is ever looking on fomething elfe; on his 
|k)int in view : Or, if he could fee himfelfj he could not 
judge aright, either of himfelf, or others. While warm 
ih adlion, prejudices, aftd paffions, excited by the eBen 
prefent objedb, and incidents, corrupt his judgment. 
But in a cool review, he becomes rather a hyftaMleri 
than the party ; and is patient Of trttdi. His then for^ 
mer rivals ate no longer rivals; therefore he judges 
better of men. iCs former points of view are no longer 
jpOiAts of view; therefore he judges better of things. 
He can judge, nay he cannot but judge, as impartially 
df himfelf, as of the reft of mankind. 

Wifdom Is the growth of ejfperience : But experience 
is not the growth of aftion, but of refle£Bon on it. In 
an adive life hfo^v)n die feed of wifdom ; but he, who 
refte6b not, never rtaps \ has no hatveft from it ; but 
carries the burden of age, without the wages of expe- 
rience ; nor knows himfelf old, but from his infirmities, 
the pariQi regiHef , ittd the contempt of mankind. And 
what has age, if it has not efteem ?-i»It has nothing. 

Starting, my friend I from the fame goal, thro' dif- 
ferent padbs, which fevered our fortune, not our affec- 
tion, we have run our race; and nt>w apprbadi its end. 
Jaded with our long journey, the fpur oi ambition 
blunted, and our f^itits oft" their f^eed, we ^re g^ of 
rtil. in which, rcftdftion on the paft is not only ufeful^ 
but extremely nOhtral. LtJok on tht ttormy fea, whofe 
billows reach die clouds'; then on the peaceful lake, 

^ In the fi?ontifptece. 

where 
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vdiert the ftather* or fallen leaf> lies unmoved ; and yop 
fee the difference between the cool evening* and warm 
meridian of man. RefleSion it as natural to one* at 
adion to the other. Una£tive youth, and unrefl^ng 
age, are equal blanks in the book of life. Man varies 
BO lefs than thofe varying in&ds at which he wonders. 
In his morning he crawls : long erp noon, flutters, and 
flies; at evenifig, chilled into laogour, he creeps into 
corners, lies hid, and fleeps ; or, if awake, hiCyiQg bup 
little ground before him, nor that the beft : How natur 
rally he looks back ^n the paft? How naturally his 
wintser's evening caUs for its tale i And to felf-love, 
what tale fo natural :ai our own? Hw idle ibever ovr 
/«Zr hai been, if we ca^ draw fame mral fr$m . it, thsi: 
will ^te its iniignifieance, and give it ibme little 
Weigb: by making us wifer for the future. 

And want we not to be wifer i On how many frpit^ 
lefs friendihips, ill-judged enmities, raQi prefumpcion^ 
cowardly deipairs, unmanly flatteries^ bold indecencies, 
idle ichemes, airy hotpes^ groundlefs fears, opportunities 
lofl, admonitions flighjbedf eicapes wucknowledged, eidls 
improved, bleffings segleded, and (rifles admired; on 
what a fwarm of infirmiu<?s I look bifck with fliansM? 
How ambitious have we been in our attachments, not 
aware that all, mofl worth our ambition, we can give 
ourfelves ? How fearful of expfcn^^* not aware, thaiw 
till it eiipapes the gripe, and takes its flight into iome 
prudent uiie, money is not imahbi that it truly becomca 
fiurs only by our parting with it I How fond have we 
been of applaufe, not aware that human, £^arate fcom 
fuperior, apjdaule, is the greateft vanity, as well as die 
mofl common purfiut;, in life ? How plainly I now iee, 
that iew things are more pernicious than too keen »i 
^petite for applaufe;, except a bold defiance of juft re- 
T 4 proach? 



2^ LIFE'S REVIEW. Lct,V, 

proack? Tiat makes coxcombs; this, felons; this caHs 
for deteftation; that» for contempt. 

How plainly <io I now fee, ^t our ignorance has 
\)een great ? How often have we been fo idle as to com* 
plain of our wants; that is, of our capacity of being 
happy ? For, without wants, there would be no deiires, 
and, without defires, no gratification of them ; and with-r 
out gratification of defire, no happinefs ; for httmaig hap- 
pineis, nay happinefs of all created beings, confifts in 
nothing elfe. 

What on rttrofped appears to me to be the capital 
weaknefs of man, is, UuLt fbrange afcendant which his 
wiflies have over his underftanding : It is this makes a 
Centaur, How often have we looked on our wiihes as 
infallible arguments for the certainty of what we defir- 
ed; when others iaw it was an impofiible point? And 
of this capital weaknefs, a capital inflance is, that dying 
men can fcarce believe that they (hall die. Are we not 
now as thofe yellow autumn leaves, which the firfl blaft 
fweeps away i Yet we feem to think the green bud 
hardly more tenacious of the flem. 

On farther review, this is ftranger ftill^ Our friends 
are our ftrongeft ties to life : When thefe are cut, what 
but folly can renew the charm ? What re-engage our 
difenchanted hearts ? And what, in my retrofpedl, is an 
objed more obvious^ or ftriking, than yonder enfigns of 
death? How the tyrant triumphs? What numerous 
monuments rife over the cold bofoms that once warmly 
received us ? That fhared our councils, our ambitions, 
our pleafures, and our hearts ? Their epitaphs collected 
would make a volume: A volume how inftrudive, if 
read aright? A friend's monument is a friend's legacy; 
«ad a richer to the confiderate, than any parchment can 
convey. What, for the moil part» u human wifdom. 
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littt thie mdancholy growth ^ a bleeding heart? The 
thought of death is the directing helm of life, and he 
beipeaks a wreck, who lays it aiide* 

O my friend! how rapid the homan, march? Men 
are in hafte; how they hurry over the ftage? Where 
are thofe luminaries in every various wali^ of fi^ne, ia 
every kind of excellence, and renown, who moft fired 
our ambition, and provoked our envy ? Are they not 
pafTed away as Jpril fhadows over the field ; or, by the 
£re fide, a winter's tale ? Are not thofe far-feen, ihin- 
ing lights gone out apace after one another, as little 
^arks in the fired leaf, or paper, leaving us nothing 
but afhes behind ? And in their aihes is there nothing 
to be found but forrow ? May we not light on a little 
prudence in them ? 

Sorrow, indeed, predominate?. Oh, recent wound ! 
Sorrow how jufi: ? Whom loft we the very laft moon f 
V— Loft tveP That is. vainly fad: Whom loft the pub- 
lic ? Whom the whole nation ? Few have left it more 
worthy all love, and efteem, than our friend deceafed *. 
He was made by nature tp be beloved; and intitled by 
virtue to be admired. 

^ emjemper amatfim. 
Semper honoratumtjic Dii 'voluiftiSf haheho^ Vi RO. 

Well had it been, if we, like him, had foi^ht efteem ; 
but we would not pay the price. l40ve we thought 
would come cheaper; and feeking that, were in danger 
pf iQfing both. The wife world will part with ndthing, 
but by force. Love cannot be compelled, efteem may. 
And, when it is, we lay in it, at the fame time, the 
fureft foundation for lafting love. 

• Sir J. S. 

My 
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My retrofped Quews n|pi trm^iHry love of wluck «« 
Lave been too fond. A love often beftowed by great 
<Mies» on thofe whom they cannot efteem. This love» 
fuppofing it fterling, I (ftultus ego I) returned in kind : 
But I do not repent it. I may not repent of my virtue: 
For» my friend ! there are two forts of charity in the 
world, and which the greateil, is hard to (ay. We are 
bound in compaffion to help the poor to Ji^vCf and the 
rich to injoy ; who feel a pain peculiar to themfeives^ 
that of being mocked by abundance, which denies them 
their esqpeded happinefs ; hi^pbefs in proportion to ' 
their puHTe. All 1 learn from fuch ardem lovers (for 
foch generally they are) is, that it is dangerous to dip 
into moft men below the fut&ce, left our curiofity fhould 
rob us of our good opinion of them. Much decorum, 
Httle homage^ is requifite. My whole life tells me, that; 
a juft demand for ifieem is facred, but rare. We may 
, well afford to pay it, when it is due : Nor muft our Uw 
be with-held, where it is not. Univerfsd love enjoined, 
is defigned as an antidote againft reciprocal contempt; 
and as a difcipline to human pride, which muft ,ftoop to 
love men in tiieir infirmities and /wits : Nor is it more 
our duty, than our prudence ; how elfe could we hope 
quarter for our owni which both tell us of others faults, 
and bid us forgive them. For many of them we ihould 
not fttipef^ but fma the wlufpers of their parallels in 
our own bofoms. And therefore, by not forgiving 
them, we condemn ourfelves. If, then, we would be 
forgiven by ourfelves, or odiers, we muft forgive. A 
truth for which I thank my prefent Review. 

What I like leaft in this furvey, for fear it fhould 
prove our own cafe, is tUfis ; I find old men apt to think 
well of themfelves, not becaufe they fly vice, but be- 
caufe vice is fled; repute themfelves virtuous, becaufe 

free 
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firee from boys oiFences ; fet down impotence for vic- 
tory; and triumph, becaufe they have not fought, be- 
caufe they meet no foe. And what makes me even 
tremble, is, I fee ibme, who, blamelefs in youth, are 
overtaken by folly when in years, and (of all fights the 
moft deplorable !) I fee them dragged by their white 
beards into the fbuleft enormities. Faults which are 
the natural growth of the dillinft periods of life, may 
meet with fbme toleration : But the monflrous growth: 
c^ vices out of feafbn no man fpares : fiecaufe the hot- 
beds of Lucifer only can raife jcrimes, in which ncUttre 
has no hand. 

Heaven avert from us fuch an end ! fbr, far from 
blamelefs was our beginning. In our early days (call- 
ed the days of innocence), we had our little villanies; 
our vice in miniature: As years and temptations in- 
creafed in years lefs ripe, tiian in iniquity, we were no 
petty criminals, before we were men. We wifhed, in- 
deed, for wifdom ; but what wifdom would have avoid- 
ed, we made our favourite choice ; what wifdom would 
have chofen, we bid wait tOl to-morrow. Frequent 
were our quarrels wil^ our faults ; but rarely puihed 
on to a parting. Pleafure had . its charms, and virtue 
its efforts ; and fbmetimes, in a paffion, threw its rider«> 
But triumphs of paffion are but fhort« No lebuket are 
fb powerful as thofe from our own conduct. Afibrds 
not this, then, a flrong caution for the future f The dif-* 
tempers of the pad periods of our lives are the beft an- 
tidotes for thoie to come. 

Retrofpedion informs me. It was, nowy open war 
with our enemy ; no=iv, perfed peace : How eafy fin 
fat on our hearts; and called itfeif fpirit, wiidosi, any 
thing but what it was ? When fome merciful difcipline 
awaked us from our trance, we fought ; and we con- 
quered ; 
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quered: Bat what was our conqueft? Such as rather 
marred our wrong enjoyments* than wedded us dofely 
to the right. We called the right our beloved, our 
fpottfe; but often committed adultery againft it; thus 
lofing the joys bpth ii^ the dinner, and the faint : So 
motley a creature is man ; as mutable as God is fixed, 
OurSf indeed^ was no uncommon cafe: But others 
faults ^re not our abfolution. An abfolution it is> how- 
ever, with which many are content : Tho* his Holinefs 
could fcarce give his faints one mor^ in^edual and 
vain. 

Who b he, my dear friend, that can abfolve as. Of 
condemn ?-»«- Look through thy whole paft life, and 
anfwer. What year, nay, what day, has pafled unim-r 
powered to vouch for bis clement, and abfolute reign ? 
See I not, in numberlefs inflances, the naked hand of 
Providence ftretched out, as it were, on this fide the 
. clouds, pointing us to good ? Now, ihewing how little 
this world can give, by pouring on us the full enjoy- 
ment of it ; to turn our hearts on a better. Now, fliew- 
ing us, by the calamities of others, how much we may 
fufiFer in this world ; to keep us in awe, diough our- 
fidves were unhart. Now, breaking to pieces all our 
own fchemes, and raifing'our happinefs out of their 
ruins; to teach us humility, gratitude, and on whom 
to rely; Ihewing us, that moft of our triumphs are er- 
rors ; and our difappointments, efcapes. Now bringing 
as, when moft fecure, to the brink of the grave ; to re- 
prefs prefumption. Now fnatching us from it, when 
paft all human help ; to kindle devotion, and forbid the 
pain of defpair. Now defeating us in fpite of all our 
wifdom ; now bleffing us in fpite of all our folly : bleA 
fing, to fweeten life; the contrary, to wean us from it ; 
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and thus in both worlds to provide for oar welfsgre, 9$ 
fax as thjs natore of humanity will admit. 

What a glorious image of Divine goodneis is this i 
The wifeft cannot pay half its due in their higheft opi- 
nion> nor the befl: in their profbondeft acknowlegement^ 
of it. And can we not 0iew as bglorioas a portrait of 
human iveaAfuJi in oorfelves? How are our two different 
paths of '^e equally Hrewed over with follies ? with fol- 
lies thick as autunm leaves ! but, not thick enough to 
hide our faults : So numerous both> that 1 am quite dif- 
inclined to look longer backward ; and hailen^ for re- 
fuge, into fome change of thought And here» (ball 
only add, that man overlooks the moil inflrudiive book 
in his ftudy, if he reads not himfelf. 

.And now> I fear, you will fay, that how uje/ul, and 
natural, foever Life's Review may be, yet you can find 
but little pleafure in it. In it there is no pleafure to be 
found, Imt what has. coft us ibme pain ; but what we 
have fought our way to, thro' nature's perverfe byafs, 
and befieging temptations. Unbbught pleafure is not 
the growth of earth : This is a militant ilate ; nor mull 
man unbuckle his armour, till he puts on his fhroud. 
For the moft vi^orious veteran may meet with a de- 
feat. Nothing in Life's Review can give delight, but 
what we may call our trophies, or fpoils taken in war. 
All elfe is vanifhed as a dream. 

What have I faid ? vanifhed as a dream! — ^Would to 
God it was I 'tis not ! Far from it ! Every moment is 
immortal ! Every moment fhall return, and lay its whole 
freight, nothing loft, its every wliifper, every thought, 
before the Throne : The Throne of him who fent it to 
man on that commiflion ; and commands it back, at the 
ftated day, to make, its report; to be regiftered in eter- 
nity, for the perufal of angels^ and the juftiiication 

of 
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€f Aeir King. Tell onr gay tiiflers, that diere is no 
foch thing as a trifle apqn earth. Can any thing be a 
trifle that has an effeft eternal? Tell thm, tho' they 
are ib well afliired, that there is nothing ierioas npon 
carthj that tinu, to man, is^ in fome refpeAs, a more 
lerioos feafon than eternity: That bis eternity is abfo»' 
lately the creature of time : That 'tis ibiil» or fair» rt* 
joices, or laments, as time, omnipotent time ! (that trifle 
which they throw away) ordains its fate. If they doubt 
it, let them afk their jovial companion, who died of tinir 
happinefs laft night. 

Many, my fiiend! have made a worfe, many a bet- 
ter, nie of time than we have done. Many have beoi 
more criminal ; many more innocent. But mo2i moi 
ima^^ne that innocent, which has a negative gsilt. Axt 
idle day is a guilty 4fty» in a life (b fliort and piecaii- 
ous ; with more than human thought can carry, incum- 
bent on it. There are net more fpots in the fan than 
in the life of a faint. 

What then are we ?«-0 my fnend ! at half a glance 
dirough life, I perceive, diat, though we have made a 
Ihift to creep out of die Augean ftahU, yet have we not 
icaled the temple of virtue : though we made the choice 
of Hercules, yet we wanted his ftrength : though we^ 
ibmetimes, lopped one head of the Hjdra ; yet, too oi" 
ten, feven (hot up in its flead. Whereas, oa the con-^ 
trary, they that have been long tofled by folly, when 
once landed on a good life, fho«:dd hurn their Jhips\ as 
Ca^Ja^ once burnt thofe of his legions on the Britifit 
coaft: I mean/ that the warraeil refolution fbould defboy 
the very deiire of embarking in ill ; and fo render a re« 
turn impradticable. 

Such, then, being our feeble attempts, io (lender our 
pretence to wiidom> it becomes us to give thofe, whom 

we 
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-we have ib freely treated, their rerenge. To confob, 
.that> though yire are not quite Jl^orifiontals, yet neixhtr 
are we quite upright ; and, though we have fet up ioc 
reformers, yet we are not, altogether, men.* 

A mam, my friend ! 1$ a glorious being ; a great ra* 
.rity ; there are but few to be found. A man is an ex- 
alted charader* doubly great ; he is an hero, and a kingw 
Few kings are (o great, as to reign over their own 
hearts. Few heroes fo vidiorious, as to drive doimnims^ 
frincipalitia» and ponvers, before them. Both thefe meet 
in a real man : He ranks, in reality^ but a little lowpr 
than the angels : nor long, fo low.— »0 friend ! man 
is a wonderful being \ Anon, I will tell thee what thon 
art; and, (mark what I fay), I will furprize thee witii 
thyfeli; ' 

At prefent> only thifl.-«>Dare we fay^ that we are ar« 
lived at the charader I have mentioned ? No. Dare 
we (ay, it was not in our power ? No.«— >Why then tht« 
cowardice in a foffihU heio? Why this diiloyalty to 
himfelf, in a f^ffihk king ? Whence this reproach to rea- 
fcn, and immortality I Whence this inglorious, and ab- 
folute defertion from our godlike felves? Sounds that 
too high ?-^In whofe image were we made I I forefee 
your objedion ; I grant that im^ge is impaired : but i 
quit not my point ; I xlare affirm, that beings which are 
free, ratitmal, and immortal, may be gods in due time* 
through Divine Grace*, if they pleafe. 

How deplorable our diHance from it ? Whence this 
unmanly defed i Know we not that, unlefs our condu^ 
is that of a man, it had been better for us, if in a lower 
fpecies had fallen our lot I Why were we called into 
being I What we have enjoyed already poorly pays our 
inothers pain, and our own. Wouldfl thou repeat thy 
part in the comedy ? aft it o'er again ? Wouldil thon 

be 



ftM tlFE*3kEVlEW, LetV^ 

be rejambled in diis rongh Titian cart« dragged on by 
tiiofe two ikeletons, half-ftarv'd i^^> and panting ^x'- 
feSaiion, throitgh bad roads^ now worfe and worfe« and 
thy fellow-flrollers in a conftant confyiracy againft bodi 
thy pay, a&d thy applaofe ; how well foever thy piart is 
performed; how gre^t (bever fhy indulgence is tb 
them?— >Thoa wonldft not. Here and there, indeed, 
we might pick up a lucky hoar, alhoqtu notanda IdfiUo^ 
tiiat might make us fniile again. But nature, and in^ 
deed reafon, flarts back at the whole. If we fhoald 
find a fmall pearl in One oyfter of a million, it would 
hardly make us fifhers for life. 

Wouldfl thou, then, ceafe to be ?— ^No, nature fhud* 
ders at it; That hom of the alternative wounds more 
than the former : If fo, our wifhes, as well as our nature, 
pufli us into eternity. And fhall we fear, what we 
tvijh ? Fear it we muft, unlefs we provide a good re* 
ception there. We have provided for to-morrow, and 
to-morrow wa^ not fatisfied. If we provide for eterni- 
ty, our fatisfadlion will be full. We have provided for 
many years ; for more than we fhall ever fee ; but not 
for thofe which will never end. 

How great the difhononr, my dear fellow-criminal ! 
tn tis, who were not blind to the grand futurity, were 
Hot cold to the divine rewards; to let the glowing 
thoughts of immortality fo far mingle witn the dregs of 
fenfe ? Is not this, with the wings of an eagle, to drop in- 
to the mire ? There lies the pleafure of which the world 
is fo fond ; that bane of private property, that prefage 
of public flavery, that fure annihilation of a rational 
creature, and as fure a creation of a wretch eternal. 
Flea/ure has robbed earth of more lives, and heaven of 
more fouls, than the body coUedfive of all other evils 
difcharging their whole c[uiver$ on man* 

;| Our 



THE GENERAL CAUSE, 8cc zSg 

Oor weakneis, and our fecuxity under the confequences 
of it> is no uncommon cafe. Blufhing I look round 
for its fatal caufe. And do I not find it, where, if found, 
it muft increafe my confuiion? Do I not find it in the 
great goodnefi of God ? If fo, how muft that reproach and 
brand the deep ingratitude of man J And, I think, I find 
it there. 



The General Cause op Security 
IN Sin, 

FOR, confider, my good friend I what can he do 
that ventures to continue in fin ? He cannot defy the 
wrath Divine; that is not in man* He cannot ac- 
quiefce undei* the terror of its confeqaence; he muft 
therefore prefume on Divine merey. " I know myfelf 
** worthlefs, yet earth pours its bleflings. I know my- 
** felf worthlefs, yet heaven buys me with its blood. 
«< What is to be feared, what is not to be hoped, from 
'< fuch a God ? fie my crimes what they will, (bme yet 
** unrevealed expedient will be found for my fafety. 
" For God is Love J* Thus, poffibly, he may reafon : 
and thus, at once, do two ftrange things : cite Scrip- 
ture to his ruin, and make the mercies of God fatal to 
man. 

God, indeed, is love : but ihall man therefore be a 
mpniler ? And a monfter in the judgment of all men ?. 
All confefs that there is an admirable confent between 
the precepts of virtue, and the fentiments of our com-* 
mon reafon. All confefs, that virtue receives a con^. 
ftant approbation from thQ uniform verdict of our con- 
jfciences. All confefs, that virtue practffed brings in 

Vol. III. U the 
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the greateft happineis to ibciety : He* therefere, that is 
not viitaons, can give himielf no ^uisfiidoiy accoanr 
why he was bom either with realbn» or confidence^ or 
a deiire of happinefs : iince he has nothing of what they 
all demand from him. And, therefore, he moft appear 
an anaccountable being ; that is a monAer, not only to 
others but Jiimfelf. 

This is more than enough to make vice our averfion, 
though God were love to that abfurd degree, which 
our folly .may fancy, and which our vice mod certainly 
wifhes, and wants. But there is no fuch love in Him ; 
It is blafphemous to fuppofe it. God // love, and there- 
fore— -what ? That which many may leail cxpe6b * ■ 
therefore God is terrihU : From whence arifes his mar- 
vellous love to man? Of man He has no need ; the Di« 
vine happinefs is complete : in man He fees no merit ; 
He knows we are worthl^, as well as we ourfelves ; Bat 
then, far better than we. He knows that we are— ixKnor- 
'tal. That therefore (mod interefting, and moft alarm- 
ing thought ! ) that therefore, we muft fuffer, or enjoy, for 
ever ! 

Htncit be moil aflured, my friend! his regard for 
man. Hence, for a worm. to>day crawling out of the 
earth ; and to-morrow, more defpicably dill, crawling 
Into corruption; his compaffion> his fblicitude, his coun- 
cils held on high ; and all the wonders of his love. Won- 
ders?— much more than wonders to man; they are 
wonders in heaven ! They flrike with amazement the 
ilrfl angels of light. 

Confdous of thy own meannefs, canft thou fcarce be- 
lieve that Divine indulgence fhould thus abound ? Con- 
fider : God, indeed, called us out of the iduft. But He 
called us into an etefnity : An eternity, henceforward, 
cojsmenfurate with his own: And ihall not his con- 
2 cern 
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cern be commenfurate in degree, bear a proportion to 
his gift ? Shall not one fhew as mucH of the Great God a» 
the other ? As he has made as immortal; He has made 
lis aUb endangtredf creatures. Creatures that muft, neceA 
faiily, ftand the moft important, and incompreheniible 
coniequence of their own doubtfid, oondodl for ever. 
Does not this abate thy furprize at fuch abundant induU 
gence ? It muii, if God is love, and vouchfafes to look on 
us in the mentioned light. In that light He looks on us* 
Thence his more than paternal bowels of compaflion for 
the moft unwofllhy of men. Thence his omnipotence 
exerted in giving proofs of his love. 

But why> fayeft thou, is this love terriSle f Is not that 
love mofi terrible which tells us we are in danger of 
being eternally undone? And this love tells us fo; for 
(as I conceive) it never had exifted, had not that been 
our cafe. 

How deep then, and deplorable, is their miftake, who 
prefume to fin, becaufe God is ib good ; when God is 
fo good purely becaufe he knows that prefumption will 
be their ruin ? Who prefume on impumty for fin, be- 
caufe God is fo good ; when God is fo good, purely 
i>ecaufe He knows that fin, and impunity, are incom- 
padble ? Such men make a demonftration of their dan- 
ger, the bafis of their feciirity ; and fear nothing, be- 
caufe an Omnipotence, that is folicitous for their wel- 
fare, gives proof that He is apprehenfive of their de- 
ilrudlion* 

Such men reafon ill. Still worfe, experience can- 
not convince them. What their experience of every 
day, every hour, proves to be true, they will not be- 
lieve : They dou&t, if they fliall.be (not to ufe a hariher ' 
word) condemned for dieir fins. Yet they know that 
they fliall die. Now, as I take it, their death is a pre- 
U 2 Ittde, 
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lude, and afliirance, of their future condemnaUoa': Sag, 
if beingt, originally immortal, die for another's iin, can 
it be doubted, but that they (hall be condemned for their 
own i And that death (which is a demonfbation that fin 
Ihall not efcape nnpuniihed) is unavoidable, they are. 
convinced by xkeixJeM/is: Unlefs our Centaurs, therefore, 
lay afide their fenfes, as well as their reafon, for the fo^ 
ture they muft forego vain hopes, too frequent, and too 
ianguine, among them : nor longer turn a proof of im- 
mortality into a prefumption on impunity ; Heaven's 
indulgence, into deftru£tion -, and gather poifon from the 
tree of life. 

I know not, my friend ! if others have uiged thefe 
arguments, with regard to the caufe of God's great 
indulgence to man, and the certainty of puniihment 
for fin ; but to me they appear of a very weighty and 
afFefiing nature. There are fome truths of the laA mo- 
ment to men, which, at firft afjpe^ have fomewhat fur- 
prifing in them : they require, and well deferve, our 
fecond thoughts, 

I will give you two ; one from Scripture ; one from 
my own thoughts ; « With. the Lord there is mercy , there-: 
« ioxtJhaU He be feared.** .^Witb man there is mmortalitj^ 
therefore fl>all He tremhle.-^TrtmhLt at himfelf ! Trem^ 
ble at his own power, which can give what colour he will 
to a whole eternity. Tremble at his own glory ; that he 
has angels, for his guard ; and an Almighty for his 
friend. Yes, tremble at all that might incline him to 
triumph : for thefe grandeurs, that inipire prefumption, 
increafe danger : are magnificent afTurances that he may 
be plunged beyond hope ; be loll pad retritve. 

God, indeed, forbids our defpair: but lidt becaufe. 
his love will fave us in our fins ; but becaufe defpair 
ftops all effort at amendment } and without it his love 

defires 
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^fires our welfare in vain. His love is fach, as to give 
us encouragement, and fupport, in every thing, but fin : 
fuch as tofupport our fpirits amid the ruins of a falling 
world; but not under the cloud of one unrepented 
guilt. 

This flings light on a part of Scripture, which has a 
cloud on it in fome eyes ; and with others quite ruins its 
credit : Work out your fal'vation *withfearj and trembling : 
A ftrange text to thofe, who fear and tremble at nothing 
fo much as at a difappointment in their lufts. Our fal- 
vation mull be worked out : Wilhing, and willing, will 
not bring it j hoping, and confiding, will not procure 
it ; it will not come by chance ; no, nor by gift, and in- 
fufion. It muH be worked out vnxh/ear; becaufe fear 
is the ftrongefi guard of diligence, without which, this 
work cannot go on ; and with tremblings left we fliould 
fsjl in this important work ; left we fhould think too 
lightly of the Divine juftice ; and left our very confi- 
dence fhould betray us, even though we were good men : 
for good men have failed purely from a good opinion of 
their own ftate. For a good opinion begets fecurity; 
fecurity begets negligence ; and negligence temptation ; 
and temptation, a fall : and (if unrepented) a fall into 
that ftate, where owrfrft wifli will be, that we never had 
been bom; and (worfeftill!) where there is no lafi. 
Pain is fometimes fo great even here, that we lofe our 
fenfes; there it will be far greater; and (how terrible t9 
fay !) our fenfes will not be loft. 
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Thoughts for Age. 

O N the bank of that ftate we^ new, ftand : That poft 
of wifdom, if ever men arc wife; which is the reafon why 
they wifh it may be long before they arrive at it : for 
folly is the favourite of mankind : And is it not our 
o-tun? Though there we ftand, we fcarcc believe it; 
£) much our wiflies obfiru£l our belief : or, believing* 
fcarce know what being tJbere means ; fo much &niliaricy 
takes away our attention; and robs things of their 
power to fbike ilrong on our minds. Eternity has fb 
often palTed our lips, that it has forgot its way to our 
hearts. Did it enter there, would it not extinguifh every 
earth-bom pa£ion in them ? Yes ; as the fun, the finaUeft 
{park of fire. 

Though we Hand on its awful brink, fuch our leaden 
bias to the world, we turn our faces the wrong way ; 
we are ilill looking on our old acquaintance, time; the' 
now, fo waited and reduced, that we can fee little more 
of him than his wings and hii/cyth : our age enlarges 
his wings to our imagination ; and our fear of death, 
his fcythe ; as time himfelf grows lefs. His confumptioa 
is deep : his annihilation is at hand. 

Should we not then turn us round, and look on eter- 
mty ? That glorious home of all that furvives, and out-^ 
fhines the fun; that kingdom of fouls immortal ! Of im- 
mortal fouls, time is only the matui-ing womb; frometer-* 
nity they wait their real birth. Are we, my friend ! 
matured ? Or Ihall we prove abortive to the world of 
glory ? If we were mature, why tarry here fo long ? By 
protra6tin^ life. Heaven (hews not its ^vour to thofe 

that 
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^at are fit to die. . Is not, the bufinefs of oar day undOne^ 
the caufe why we are fufiered to fit up fo late ? To be fo 
long on our weary legs, after the common hour of human 
nefl ? I fear it is. I much fear we are permitted to liv^ 
purely becaufe*-we do not deferve it. 

Is it not, (my languid fellow-traveller in the deep vale 
of years) high time to bewifer? left the greateft of 
curfes ihonld fall on us» that of being wife too late : 
Which is the moft emphatical definition of a fool. The 
world is worn out to us ; and we are worn out to the 
world. The world, which knows its own interefi, quits 
OS, as rats a ruined houfe; if we knew curs, fhould we 
not quit the world, as bees an exhaufted flower ? We 
can make no more honey of it ! its fweets are gone. 
Where are its formerly fweet delufions, its airy calUes-, 
and glittering fpires ? Are we not left on a lonely, bar- 
ren, briery heath, to grope out our weary way, through 
the duik of life, to our final home ? Shall not the diA 
folved enchantment fet the captive free ? Are we Tor- 
rifnumds or Sudbury s ? Shall our dotage rivet our chains, 
when kind nature would knock them oiF? To fpeak a 
language even Centaurs may imderHand, '< A hifl card, 
« well played, Inay yet win the game I" 

Confider, are we fcheming ftill? Stretching out a 
trembling hand, which wants to be fupported, to grafp at 
the nothing that cqmes next ? Any thing now gained 
would rather mock, than enrich us ; can any thing en- 
rich, that cannot be e^ijoyed ? Grafp at new faadties, 
and ntwfawerj, if thou canft find them, or new obje&s 
will only laugh us to fcom. But hadft thou even thofi, if 
the value of things is in proportion to our term in them, 
their price at our market fhould fall very low. 

It is a good thing to know when we have ali, and to 
laugh at that cheat mre, which is ever ftealing our 

U 4 hearts. 
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he^irts. But it is as uncommon, as good. Hence, fe* 
nion are milking the world after it is dry. Is it not ^ 
Ihame chat we ihoold be gleaning fublunary firaws, 
when our barveft of life is over ? hoping an after-crop iii 
oar ftubble? Though called to diadems, where harveft 
is perpetual ; where an harveft, more than golden, pro- 
fttfely crowns an eternal year ? 

As to the pafs which is fo much feared ; die dark, fub- 
terranean entry to future life ; bto which our weak ima- 
gination peqM, and ilarts back, as a child at a fhadow; 
ail thanks to the blefied Gofpel, we know what wiS 
tight us up a lamp in it, and lefien its formidable gbom. 
I have feen a death-bed, the rererfe of poor Mhmmn^ 
where the by-ftanders were the greateft foffmns su^ 
the king of terrors, by chiiftian patience, was orer- 
matched. The power of religion fiione out without a 
. veil; nor could anyriiing fufpicions of hypocrify dim its 
luftre. In fuch fcenes as thefe the human heart is no 
longer invifible to man ; and a glimpfe of heav«n is dif« 
covered in fuch a fight. 

We know what can make us fleep fweedy in the duft t 
what can fmooth the rough tranfition ; foften death into 
a fort of tranflation, which ihterrupts not (bleiled b^ 
God!) our exifbnce ; nor our peace. In peace have 
many .died; and, therefore, it is certain, all nut^. The 
whole fecret for obtaining that peace is an abfohite 
lefignadon to the moft High ; which (as hard a ta& as 
it feems to fome) at the bottom is no more than owning 
him to be GiE)d. And a contrary eondu6t (as little as it 
is coniidered) has atheifm, partial atheifm, in it. It is 
queftioning fome of his attributes^ though not denying a 
God. May that peace be thine I My heart b&ts with 
ardor for thy prefcnt peace, and future bliis. May I 
fluire it with tbe« I What a poor broken embrace, what 

)afa4 
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^ fad fragment of friendftiip, is that which ends at the 
grave? Such a tranlitory tie gives a fecond dart to 
death ; and a double diffolution to departing man. That 
of foul and body fcarce more fevere. 

Would to heaven I that all friendlhips were, evidently^ 
friendihips of immortal men. Such, I mean, as gave 
proof of their having each other's eternal interefts at 
heart. Modern, at leaft, fafhionable, friendihip flows 
from a polluted fource; it taftes too ftrong of earth; 
without the leaft tinfture of man (as above defcribed) ; 
without the leaft fpirit of immortality in it. Nay, worfe ; 
it often fprings from caufes that will not bear the light: 
and refembles the dark ftreams oi Alpheus, and Arethufa, 
that mingle under ground: it ihould rather refemble 
Eridanus^ which is faid to flow from heaven. 

How many have we of thefe fubterranean attach- 
ments ? What is it ties our Centaurs together in fo long 
a ^rw^ ^—Leaping together the fame barriers of the 
decent, and the juft; ranging the fame forbidden 
grounds; gorging at the fame manger; neighmg the 
fame inflammatory tune ; or being daily rid, and forely 
galled, by the domineering infolence of the fame in- 
flamed miftrefs. 

Since fuch their accomplifhments, I hope to levy a 
Lapitbean infantry fufficient fuccefsfuUy to carry on the 
war now opened againft them,— As Chiron blew the 
trumpet which called the Greeks to the fiege of Troy ; 
I hear there is a modern Chiron, who founds as nuiny 
inftruments, as Nehuchadnesczar did to fummon his idola* 
ters : and that he raifes forces, and ceafes not to carry 
on the war, at a 'vaft expence. Doubtlefs he was typified 
pf old by him who is faid in Fir^ih, 

Mxt ciere viros^martemqut accendere cantu. 

% For. 
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For my own partj my^ friend ! I £mcy my campsugn 
will foo^ be oven I have frequent pains; and, I think 
I hear the Mailer calL If fo> Ihould nre not leave this 
world, though not yet admitted of the next ? Have we 
Jiot been, through life, anxiouily providing one year for 
the next ? And ihall we grudge to pay half that pains 
for an eternity ? 

Coniider, my immortal friend ! ihould we not leave 
tiie world> before the world leaves us ? It is diimal to 
be left. There is a noble abfence from earth, while we 
are yet on it. There is a noble intimacy with heaven, 
while we are yet beneath it. If our affe£don flies thither, 
we ihall be welcomed by fuperior beings, and not be 
mifCed by men who delight in novelties ; or, if mifled, 
admired the more for being once in the right. They 
mnfl be fomewhat out of this world, who would be deep 
in the concerns of the next ; and is it not time we ihould 
be fo? Till thebttisnefs of life (as it is called) is over, 
its real bufinefs is rarely begun : nor always then. Age 
is apt to carry its allowed title to repofe too far : age is 
the moil bufy period of human life. But its trania6tions 
are not with men. Therefore that abfence above-meur 
tioned is mofl fit for us. It is a fort of a third ftate be- 
tween this world and the next How proper then, for 
the reception of thofe, whofe term is out, here, according 
to the common age of man. 

And can it be. hard for us to lay this world aiide, 
(ince they that have fared beil in the world, have 
only the feweH objedUons againft it? Is it not an 
old tragic comedy read over and over, which by no 
means, 

'"'^^ Decies refntita placehit ? Juv. 

To 
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To ipeak in the licentious ftile of comedy, man is a 
tnale, of mixed origin, of heaven and earth : earth has 
had more than its fhare of us ; give heaven the reft : and 
that for u douhk reafon. All know that hope is life's 
cordial : it works miracles ; without happinefs it makes 
men happy. What have been all the pleafures of our 
former years, but joyous prophecies, and bold promiiesi, 
in the name of to-morrow ? Worldly bepe in age expires* 
If he provides not another hope, a man of years, and a 
man of mifery, mean die fame thing. Therefore the 
fame fteps are to be taken, whether we would fweeten 
the remaining dreg of lift, or provide a triumph for 
eternity. 

The worldly wiflies, which an dd man fends out^ 
are like Notd^% dove; they Cannot find whereon to 
light, and muft return to his own heart again for.relL 
His natural, and, perhaps, moil; allowable and prq^ec 
wiih, is for refpedl. But refped for age is a 'virtue. 
I need (ay no more to convince him, how little of it 
he mud expe£l: and, indeed, he but ill deferves it 
from others, who, by doating on the world, denies it 
to himfelf 

When infirmity drives the world from us, or difeaie 
confines us to our chamber, ihall we not be all alone 
with the great Father of fpirits, and fearcher of hearts? 
Is it not woiTth while a litde before-hand to pradlife 
our lefibn, that we may be the better prepared to fuA 
tain fuch an interview ? Our wifdom cannot add to the 
days, bat it can lighten the burden, of life ; and leflen 
the terrors of death. Death forgot in youth is foJIyj 
in age, madnefs. With regard to that king of ter- 
rors, how many in years borrow the fecurity of youth ; 
for it is impoffible it fhould belong to them. Happy 

tliey!* 
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they ! whom desth when he comes, iuA find at home; 
has vifit will hare leis of terror in it. Ont of pare de- 
cency to the dignity of homan nature, cxf which the 
decays and imperfcQions Ihoold not be expoCtd, men 
in years, by lecels, ihoold fling a veil over them, and to 
the worid be a iitde buried, befiMre they are interred. 
An old man's too great familiarity with the public is 
an indignity to the human nature, and a negled of the 
Divine. A greater intercourfe witli it dian the calls 
of duty and viltne demand, is indecent, irreligions, 
and contemptible ; fpeaking acqmefcenoe in contempt, 
dotage on the world» and oblivion of eternity. His 
fancying himfelf to be ftill properly one of this world, 
and on a common foot with the reft of mankind, is, as 
if a man getting drunk in the morning, after a long nap, 
lifting his drowfy lids at fon-iet, fhould take it for break 
ofday. 

But grant him to be ftill of this worid; grant him 
all it can give; what is this world, but a machine play- 
ed on by us by our great enemy for the diilrpation of hu- 
man thought, whofe fcattered rays muft be coUeded, as 
it were, to a focal point, in order to duly warm our de- 
votion; and fet a pious heart on fire? And can any hap- 
pinefs fubfift in age without piety ? Impoffible ! Its in- 
timacy with the world, is not for the pleafures it can 
give ; they are paft : it is purelj^ to diflodge the thoughts 
of death, which intrude at that feafon; that is, it is pure- 
ly to decline the pleafures of heaven. 

Why, my friend ! is our day of trial extended beyond 
the expiration of the common term ? Is it not indulged 
<o the great need our paft ccndud has of it ? And fhall 
our folly reverfe the kind intention of that Divine in- 
dulgence to us? Shall it fet us farther from our God ; 

I am 



THOUGHTS FOR AGE* 301 

I am never fo fbongly ftruck with the weaknefs and 
depravity of man, as when I fee grey hairs playing the 
fool. Hope, which in other evil appearances fupports 
our fpirits, fails us there. What can ihock common 
fenfeb what can create amazement, if not the failings 
that would difhonour youth, in thofe that are miracu- 
loufly alive after the ftated period of human life ? This 
is an outrage to reafon, beyond the boldnefs of the def- 
perado that confounds us moil ; this out-dares the felon 
repeating his crime, not only under the gallows, but 
with the cord about his neck. Where is that world 
into which you and I were born ? It is under-ground ; 
and a generation of ftrangers are dancing over our co- 
evals long iince in the duft. Where is that world into 
which we Jhdl be born ? Far, far above the fun, if, 
^vhile <iv/ are beneath it, we behave ourfelves like men. 
But if this life was our only concern, coniider, that no- 
thing but being wifer, that is better, than thoie born 
after us, can poffibly refcue the decays of age from avcr- 
fion and contempt. 

Fain would I have my pen of (bme fervice to the 
aged, now my neareft relations, thofe of blood, are no 
more. To the former am I related by like date, duty, 
interefl, and above all, 

I N unc if/a pericula jungent* Ov. 

Still eager in worldly purfuits, warm in the chace of 
ihadows, ihall we rufh, as down a precipice, and leap 
plumb into the jaws of extempore death ? 

No, let us halt in our career ; paufe on the brink ; 
and provide for our eternal peace. Can I better ex- 
prcfs my love than by preifing it on thee ? I prefs it 

ftrongly. 
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ftrongly. And know, my friend! that Heaven, and 
(as I have ihewed thee) a moft indolgent Heaven, joins 
my pathetic mfh ; and angels, ardent angeU, fay Amen. 
And what want they? (mark it well), they want no- 
tiling bat thy ewfi concurrence to crown their wiihes 
for thy welfare. 



Dear 5/V, 



Tours^ 
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The Dignity of Man. 

HERE, Sir, I enter on , that elevated theme;, 
The Dignity of Man. 

Major return mihi na/citur ordp* ViRC. 

I fhall fcale the fummit of human nature, and fet \U 
dignity in the ftrongeft light; that the contrail may 
ftrike our Centaurs with a juft fenfe of their own ghaflly 
condition; and more clearly demonHr^te the depth of 
their fall. Many are for degrading their nature, that 
they may lefien its duties ; and for lookin^g on them- 
felves as beings infignificant, that they may be profli- 
gate beings with a better grace ; and (as they would 

flatter 
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flatter themfelves) with more excufe. They run volmv* 
tMy into this error> as men ran into the dark, that 
they may fin without a bla(h ; framing a lie (which is 
the common cafe) for their apology^ Their mafter 
Epicurus meant mach the fame, by fetling the gods at 
fach a diftance ; and for their repofe, exempting them 
from the trouble of infpe&ing the trifles of men. A 
due fenie of the grandeur of man's nature, and deftina- 
don» is his beft bulwark againd the frequent and violent 
afiaults temptation makes on him. This is a fubjed 
which I wi(h had been taken into better hands. For» 
as it demands all the powers of the nobleft pen to reach 
its heights ; fo the world (lands in need of having this, 
above all other, prefled home on their hearts ; for all 
other of any great moment are implied in it. There 
are but few, whofe opinions do not too much widen the 
difbince between an angel, and a man. I (hall bring 
them nearer together, as the beil means for the reforma- 
tion of Centaurs (as you ihall fee) and for the moft no- 
ble exaltation of men. 

I ha^vc juft now obferved, that-**' Angels want no- 
«* thing but thy own concurrence to crown their wiflies 
«« for thy welfare."— This is true : Shall I not dicn be 
pardoned, if I prefume to put the fame meaning into 
fomewhat an higher ftile, and fay (with all reverence) 
that heaven's defires are at thy mercy?— If fo, think, 
attd think again. What art thou ? Thou poor, feeble, 
earth-born, mortal I What art thou?— Darts not on 
thee a flream of heavenly light ? DoH thou not fee an 
amazing majeO:]r in man I Have I not, then, made my 
bold promife good ? Did I not, above, tell thee> I would 
furprixa thee with thyfclf ? 

Nor can I re£k here. A man is ahnofl more than 
man can conceive ; a marvellous being that rifes above 

himfclf» 
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himfeK darting rays of glory beyond the reach of his 
own fight. My heart is tied to this endearing* tranf- 
porting, and triumphant, theme. 

Is thy confent neceffary to finifh what is begun, or 
rather, only defigned, above ? How ftrangely this 
founds ! Yet muft I proceed in a ftill higher ftrain— ^In 
thee it is, (how feemingly .bold, and impious fo to fpeakj? ) 
Yes, it is in thee, to grant, or deny, the requeft of 
the Almighty.*-And impious, indeed, it would be 
if unauthorized by Scripture, in which that requeil is 
made. 

A requefHng Omnipotence !-»What can ftun, and 
confound thy reafon more ? What more can ravifh and 
exalt thy heart ? It cannot but ravifh apd exalt ; it cannot 
but gloriouily didurb, and perplex^ thee, to take in all 
tJbat thought fuggefts. Thou child of the duil ! thou 
fpeck of mifery and fin ! How abjed thy weakhefs ! 
How great is thy power ! Thou crawler on earth, and, 
poffible (I was about to fay) controuler of the ikies \ 

Weigh, and weigh well, the wondrous truths I havQ 
ia view : which cannot be weighed too much : which, 
the more they are weighed, amaze the more : which to 
have fuppofed, before they were revealed, would have 
been as great madnefs ; and to have prefumed on, as 
gjreat fin, as it is now madnefs and fin, net to believe. 
Such precious, and beatifying news is brought us by re- 
velation $ that revelation which is rejeded, and defpifed, 
by thofe that afFed to be thought wifer, and happier, 
than the reft of mankind. . 

The truths, I mean, are implied in what follows; 
'viz. Heaven intends, defires, labours, works miracles, 
or more (if more can be), for thy welfare: it preflcs 
.theej it importunately prefies thee, to comply. Confider; 
how art thou courted f And by whom ? By Father, Son, 

. Vol. hi. X and 
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and Holf Sprit; tky felhw-UAmtr^s for thy good. 
Hovir b thy alliance (ought ? And at what price ? Angels» 
inipedingy admiring angels* cannot compute its value* 
• An extreme of love, an extreme of glory, this, which 
thofe angels (if angels could envy) might envy to man : 
lor was it not denied to them ? 

Thou younger, but darling fon of heaven I wonder; 
tremble ; triumph !— -Yes, triumph ; tremble ; wonder ! 
thy greateH emotion falls ihort of the mighty caoTe* 
Thou greatly beloved, greatly favoured, greatly deftlned, 
and, oh ! greatly endangered ! take heed to thy fleps ; 
nor lefs take fire at thy prize. 

Art thou more exalted, or terrified at what I fay ? 
£xaltation and fear both rife in extremes. With both 
paiiions comply; highly reverence thy tnxm nature; more 
profoundly adore the Divine. Adore it with voice, 
heart, and life : and thus to glad all heaven, afTert, rcf- 
cue, ennoble, and with blifs eternal crown thyfelf : for 
without thee, in the conftituted order of things, heaven 
is unable to do it. Its almighty hand is, as it were, tied 
up by its own decree. Without thee, thou amazing 
being ! (pardoned be the word fo bold) there is impo* 
tence in heaven. Nor is it bold when explained ; for 
impotence when voluntary, is no impeachment of power. 

Is all this rapturous P'-^Yes, fuch a rapture, as nothing 
but grofs ignorance, or more fatal infidelity, can forbear* 
Is not rapture due for felicities inexprelHble ? And what 
felicity is fo much as fecond to this ? It is the clofe, 
frequent, and feeling, infpedion of thefe interiora of 
man's* fubiime condition, as immortal, and redeem* d^ that 
is the highefl cordial of human joy ; and the richeft 
mine of human thought. Amine deep dug by few! 
and yet without it, man is not more a itranger to 
the natives of ^atumy than to himfel^ Without it» 
^ .. be 
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lie mtifl want the true, genuilie* vital, fpirit of a Chrif- 
tian. None without it can be filled with the light and 
comfort of the Holy Ghoft. This, O yc Methodifts ! 
gives the real new birth ; this enters man in quite another 
world. In his former world all things are abfolutely 
changed : well high annihilated as to his wonted paffion 
for them. 

The heoFvens declare the ghry of the Lord, and the fr* 
moment Jheweth bis bandy-fwork, fiiit the chriftian mine 
I have mentioned, bfinitely more demands our adora- 
tion and praife : infinitely more demands our exultation 
and joy. Are we tranfportcd, and Juftly tranfportcd, at 
the wonderful operations of nature, and decline we the 
contemplation of greater wonders in ourfelves? And 
when the former but amufes an hour, the laft blefles an 
eternity ? In thofe ftupendous views it is, that the mercy 
of God, and glor^ of man, at highefl fhine« Hence it 
is, that conilant joy is enjoined to Chriftians as an ab* 
folute duty : a duty, on weaker motives, as abfolutely 
impracticable. 

You fee, Sir, that to dive deep into man, is to dive 
into an ocean of Love Divine ; which firft drowns us ii^ 
amazement, then lifts us into triumph : and at length* 
lands us (if we are wife) on eternal life. But too many 
fwim only on the furface of our nature; like a feather, 
through their levity, incapable of finking to thofe folid, 
and fhining advantages, thofe pearls of great price; 
thofe great, awakening, and firongly iUmulating motivea 
to virtue, that lie below.. But I fhall refume this fubjeB 
before I clofe. What is already faid, is enough to pro- 
duce that good efFedt which you will find in the mar* 
vcIloHs fccne, which, very foon, will open on you. 

Xa Th« 
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The Cbntaurs Hestoration 
to HUMANITY, 

A T prefentj my friend ! we mnSt qnit this confe* 
crated, for enchanted, ground ; as you will ibon, to your 
furprize and difgnft, perceive. I knovr it is not to your 
tafte, nor, indeed, to my own. But kvit^ has its ufe, 
when perverfe padents will refufe what is falntary, if 
conveyed in any vehicle lefs agreeable to their vitiated 
taile; and the grave reader, who naofeates it, facrifices 
(through too great delicacy) to mere appearances, the 
fubftafice of what is right. 

Thou knoweft that our Centaurl can fcarce be per- 
fuaded that they are not ftill human creatures; though 
machantuff fcortantwr^ adulterantuTt diaholantttr (I am 
forced to make words that are bad enough for them) ; 
and not fo much as retain. 

' •' Feteris vtRiffSi forma.' Ov. 

Are they not (to fpeak with reverence in the language^ 
of the Prophet) as fed horfes in the morning ? Do they 
not affimble by troops in ladies houfes T It is harlot in the 
original ; and fo by us tranflated. But that is not their 
only objection to the Scriptures. Perhaps, an old Ara^ 
ifian ]proverh may have greater authority with them* 
What fays it? « Let him that would be fafe, avoid 
•* feven things ; wafps, fpiders, hyaenas, crocodiles, cffs, 
♦* adders, zxAJiue women.'* 

Here, then, I fhall begin my exorcifm* Its words 
muft be fbange and barbarous, fuited to the occafion. 
Let not your ear, my friend, be (hocked; but Men, and 
ivait the event. 

•« Mat 
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^ May Lais, Thais, Limax, Lupa, Succuha, ^ua- 
" drantaria, Obolaria, Euriole, Sthtnio, Medufa, Erinnys, 
** Mtgara, and TyfipbtmC'-^Mfc^ all thefe, and all fuch 
<' ladies^ whether iick or founds high or low, of blood 
<* and tide, or ditch and dunghill ; natives, foreign, or 
^'infonal— Af^ this glorious group of Torrifmond'% 
** angels, thefc gorgons, furies, harpies, leaches, fyrens; 
*' centaur-making fyrens ! paid, or unpaid, keeping or 
''kept, on fire or quenched; generaed or citroned, in 
«' clofet. or cellar, in tavern, bagnio, brothel, round- 
^ hottfe, bridewell, or newgate.— Oh ! may they ceafe 
^ fh>m this hour, 1X) fiAg or dance, finite or frown, pleafe 
«' or |ilague, pray or fwear, our Britiih, unbritiih youth, 
" manhood, and age, out of their fenfes, health, eftates, 
^ reputation, human nature, and hopes of heaven! 

** And, thefe enchantrelTes laying afide their ipells, 
*«* may the bewitched of Great Britain recover their 
>*' priJHne form, as C/>f^s herd, at the prayer of t/^/. 
" At the. touch of my difinchanting pen, may they leap 
** out of their hides for joy ; and laying hold on their 
'* long-deferted definition of man, rsa/on and tiuo legs, 
•* walk uprightly for the future." 

Rejoice with me, my friend ! For do I dream ? or 
didfl thou not obferve ? Didil thou not hear }>-^Intonuit 
l€Pvum. As the dark cloud which caufed it is vanifhed, 
and a Hood of light rufhes in ; ib (hall it &re with them^ 
I fee their dawning reafbn ; I fee the break of their mo- 
ral day. And what I fee, I fhall relate ; and what I re- 
bate, diough ilratige, let no man difbelieve. 

The Centaurs that can read, on perufal of The Dignity 
tf Man, are flung, as the Trtjan horfe, when LaocQou^^ 
fpear pierced his fide; and gro^'as deeply as that, when 

htfomm caveti ^emtumque dedere cavema. Vi R c . 

X 3 Moll 
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Moft of them are much aSe€ttd, bot difier^dy ; be* 
ing at laft fully convinced that they are noi men. Oem 
bums his BoUngbroke ; another an indecent (bng : thia 
calls in his bills> pleading priv'ilege no more : that be« 
fpeaks a pew againft the next quarter: a third blames 
his delay; fwears he will pray dire^y; falls on his 
Jcnees, like Cafar^i horfey^-iifes again,, with a iigh^ 
and (blemn vow, that he will be ma^r of his Fattr* 
mfttr before to-morrow : a fourth fubfcribes all his gains 
by lalfe dice to the Foundling Hofpital : a £fth orders 
two little boys to fchool immediately; and fends tea 
goineas to thdr mothers in bridewell: a £xth, in a flame 
of pious zeaL damns a fen&lefs world ; and nnder^kei^ 
in left than a week, to demonftrate that adultery is % 
crime. A feventh* iSc. 

But I mull not triumph too much. I have not had 
equal fnccefs with the female Centaurs. From a natural 
conilancy of temper, and habitual averfion to change^ 
they come but ilowly into my wiflies. But to mske 
amends, when they come, they come with a vengeance, 
and overihoot the mark. Mr. W'^j (whofe converts 
fome of them are) tells them, that they iland not upright^ 
unlcfs they lean a little backward ; like a crpfier, or like 
themfelves, when they coyly refufe a falute; thus, though 
converted, they ^d n6t the ftcait line, but Hand ftill % 
litde bent-— to the wrong. 

Befides, of my maleHConyercs, I hav« fomewhat tp 
complain ; for &me» tho' changed at heart, yet awed by 
faihion, and vain of being ftill fine fim, are aihamed 
to own it ; and afpior to be fools to fave their credit. 
Thefe hypocrites in vice, thefe moral fops, ridiculouily 
good, may be called, little men ia Centaurs fidns ; or 
^coward virtue in maf^uerade, 

Mi 
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r ^A^ilworft of all» of feme Centaars I am quite in de^ 
^air» Tli^y fly my pen, and will not be touched for their 
^iflemper. 3 at being. deep ftung by worfe than the 
Tarantuktx. x^Xi mad for muficj, and dance themfelves ta 
de^th^ .,i 0|}ic?s>^ with S-wift (in that jefp^ft a. Centaur 
himfelO ' look on the noble quadrupede fis fi^perior^ to 
the man. Others, on the contrary, approve* and Jieartily 
wifh a rtfienaion to humanity : bu); are c^r^Jefs, and int 
dolent^ They would, indeed, if a daemoa was( pot in 
poiTeffion, they nuauW^e. good. But yvUl 9qt be at dia 
trouble of bringing a writ of eje^ment, 'itkQ^.SafkroHiut 
proffei^ to' draw it up for them. Th^ iQweft price ol" 
virtue is.Tig^ance, and ,inda4^ ; an4 if it cofts us .no 
morej; it comes very cheap. - t 

L As for thofc that are truly cpnfqious of their caUmityi 
and heartily defirous of ^n efc^pe^ mark the go^d elFeft 
of the leaft tendejncy to goodnefs; the mighty change, a 
reftoration of the human "figure is aftually "begun. But 
the procefs is gradual j nature advances, neVer le'apsJ 
They became not Centaurs all at once. ' ^ ; 

liema r^peniefuit turpijjimus. Juv. 

As evil> habits, which occafiOaed their transformation^ 
weregridually:C0atr^{le4,.it. is no. wonder, .that.. their 
recovery vihottld prpyp e<|^4lly gradual, and flow. On^ 
iheds a mane, anothe)* di:ops a tail ; ^d appears only as 
too clofely docked : foaii^ wonder (o fee, fl^nder finger! 
. iprouting thro' hoofs by th^ir pei^^ential tears mollified 
into, fleih : fome, like dancing dit^s, continue upright fom^ 
itim^ ;. but tired of that i^nnSituraJ reftraint, drop int0 
-Centaurs £br life. SO' dangerous in moral diilempets, ay 
rWeU!a&natura},is a relapfe: fome quite reflored, yet ftilji 
jTi^tain fo much bf their former nature, that they are.api 
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to trip, if a ftrong temptationy like a ftone, or cart-rat, 
lies acrofs their way : fome can fcarce believe their good 
fortune, and fear it is a dream. Others, too fanguine, 
cry out, brother ! to the firft man they fee; who ftarts at 
his new relation, with a hide ftill (licking at his heels. 

What a loud call do I hear among them for things 
ftrange, and new ! For drefles fuited to the human ihape ; 
for pleafures fuited to the human mind; for bibles, 
prayer-books, debt-books ; for virtuous conforts, faith- 
ful friends, and fit obje^ of charity; for rational im^i 
provement and employments : no longer for Newmar- 
ket trappings ; but for human ornaments : This, how* 
ever, where the reftoration is complete. Poor Sudhmy 
is itill awkwardly hoppbg on three legs ; while others 
fland firmly planted on half four : one of whom, more 
learned than the reft, cries out: 

7he reft xtaturally take it for a |»ous thankfgiving^, and 
give a loud Amen. 

They th^t are quite recovered, arrayed in decent 
plain apparel, not dappled as the morning, with em- 
broidery, or with lace all over lifted like the beautiful 
Indiari afs, call a council ; and their firft manly refolution 
is to proclaim peace with the Lafith^p, of men of virtue; 
with whom, from time immemorial, the Centaurs have 
been at war. Chiron bent his bow againft them : but of 
war various has been the fortune between them; till 
within this laft half-century, the Centaurs increafing 
both in numbers and boldnefs, wearing frontlets of brafs 
on their foreheads, and Horace*9 jEs triplex on their 
breafts; and having of late a mighty giant at their head, 
whofe quills, more fatal than the porcupine's, threatened 
^ tlioufand deaths at once, they began to dream of no- 
thing 
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thing lefs than vi^oiy complete. Bat the prefeht re- 
inforcement of their enemies will turn the fcale againft 
them. I fay re-infbrcement: for the next ftep my con* 
verts take, is to lift into the Lapithtan iervke^ determine 
ed to meet their late friends in ho friendly fort, under a 
banner with this motto» 

^id 'verunty atque decensy euro \$ rogo, fef pmnis in hocjitnti 

Which promifes vidory ; for" they are very formidably 
fotSf who have had the fortitude firH to conquer them- 
felyes. 

At the news of their revolt offended Torti/mond, burn- 
ing for revenge^ cries. Ha, ha, fnuffs the battle from afar» 

QolUSumque fremem 'vol'vit fub narihus ignem, YiR* 

The gbry of his noftiils is terrible. And ftiU more 
abundantly his heroic choler rifes on hearing that their 
firil delHned enterprise is againfl: BoUnghroke-cs^lt i 
That delight of his eyes, and defiance of his foes : For 
he deems it impregnable ; becaufe it is moated round 
with Acberotty and its afpiring, proud battlements threaten 
heaven. 

This cafHe was built out of the various ruins of many 
demoliihed forts of infidelity, pompoufly put together, 
faced over with a material more fhining than folid ; and 
cemented with untempered mortar. Sopbronius * heads 
the laudable enterprize. The caftle is taken as was 
jantient Babylon, He firft turns the general ib-eam of 
the nation, by the force of ftrong and folid eloquence, 
into a new channel, as Cyrus did the river Euphrates i 
then entering the caHle, and finding the garrifon turn- 
ing things facred to profane ufe, and drowned in de- 

f An excellent writer in this controverfyi now in the prefs. 

bauch^ 
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btiieh; obtains a fadden and complete vi6h>ry ; fmt is a 
iDoft merdful conqueror : For, inibad of putting any to 
deadi, lie only puts the moft fenfible of them out of 
coontenance: And to their own darling delights, and 
boafted glories, inftead of the gallies, condemns them Ibr 
life. Obliging them, however, in acknowledgment of 
bis clemency, to wear yellow cockades impreifed with 
thefe words, <' Bt thou a Centaur ftillP* The bad man's 
choice includes his puni(hment. 

The fame Sofhronius, adorned with his weH-^eferved 
moral crown, refcues the charader of a late pious and 
learned prelate, which the Centaurs boafled Jchtlks^ 
{who. 

Jura negui filn natay nihil non arrogat,) Hor. 

bad dragged, like He£tor*$ body, round the town in the 
dirt : For the glory of Britain^ and for the light aad 
emulation of pofterity, I fee it infcribed on a colwnnof 
adamant; with a BoUugifroke cmcbant embofled on the 
bafe ; who now contributes to fupport (as much as fuch a 
feeble Jtlas can) that celeftial charader, which he lately 
laboured to deflroy ; proud of his uncircumcifed nafoni 
which reafon, notwithilanding had evidently loft its au- 
ibwrity with himfelf : For when that is preferved, fenfe 
fubmits to reaibn; and when fenfe fubmits to reaibn, 
reafon fubmits to the revealed word of God. And 
(fmce fome are in love with words) I mud obfervc, that 
reiafon fboped to revelation, is reafon ftill ; only reafon 
more reafbnable ; and its great hazard of error is all that 
it has loft. 

And now, my friend ! what fhall I fay on this happy 
revolution? Shall I wot ovX-hoTi^ Jugufius ? He faid of 
Rome, Latericeam in'ueni, marmoream relijui, I, of Lon^ 
d$ii, Inveni ejuinam, reliqui humanam. 

Nothing 
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Nothing remains but to cleanfe the now-deferted fta^ 
ilesj and to render them fit for human ufe ; and to p^^ 
fuade the fhe^grooms, who kept them, into fome inom 
decent, and lefs diabolical, courfe of life; eipecialiy xaj 
patronefs; who for the honour (as ihe calls it) of jny 
Dedication, has promifed to give into my fuperHition; 
and to play fair, at leaft on Sundays^ and learn her 
Catechifm, when the ma/queradest for the feafon, aie 
over : Which, out of an unfurmountable regard for the 
£rft, and moft amorous, and moil mufical, fon, Chirtm^ 
Aie confeiTes ingenuoufly, ihe cannot forbear. For ladi^ 
love a Centaur itilL 

The* Dignity of Man Refumed* 

I T is high time, my friend ! to quit this fairy land» 
•of which, I know, you are heartily tired; and to per- 
form my promife in refuming l^he Dignity of Man ; a 
theme which my heart afFeds, and which your condudl, 
in (bme meafure, inipires. And who can think of it« 
unimproved ? He who thinks of his Dignity, necefTarily 
thinks of his God: And he who values his Dignity^ aj 
neceifarily worihips and obeys Him. In a due fenfe, 
therefore, of human Dignity, our endangered virtue finds 
her moft powerful guard. 

Think you that I have carried the Dignity of Mart 
too high ? Spare the facred page, *' There, one of 
^* Adam\ feed converfes face to face with his Creator* 
'^ Another is called his friend. He who made the 
•** worlds delights to be called the fon of a third. He 
" who made the worlds even died for the meaneft of 
.'* men. The meaneft of men has it within his power 
^,to b^ i^ heir .pf the moft mighty God, and a joint- 

«*heir 
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•< heir with the moft blefled Jefus." Abfdves hot this 
die boldeft ftroke of my pen ? What can raife our felf- 
cfiiniation (6 high, what can aggrandize human nature 
lb much as this I 

In heaven's great, and conftant efirt for our welfare, 
u capitally written the Dignity of Man. That is a key 
to the moral world, and opens, and explains the reaibn 
• of all God's otherwife myfterioas,condud in it. Every 
fiep of which is evidently calculated for man's prefent, 
or future felicity; or both. The long-fhining feries, 
the golden chain of all God's marvellous a&s, from the 
beginning to the clofe of time, fpeaks his uninterrupted 
regard for human nature; and what can more loudly 
proclaim human Dignity than this ^ O let it not be faid, 
that Man's Dignity is declared by all thmgs, but the 
manners of man I 

As dillant as they may be thought by the thoughtlefs, 
heaven and earth are fo near together, fo ihot (as it were) 
into one another, that good men are truly foreigners on 
earth ; have their eoti^erfation in heoFven ; are fellow^citi^ 
xens lAjith the faint Sy and of the houfhold of God. To fpeafc 
alluiively to the patriarchal viiion, good men are an^ 
gels ; only, as yet, at the bottom of the ladder, and fome 
aogels are only men made perfedl, at the top of it. As 
a man from an embryo, fo dilFers an angel from a man ; 
what one is, the other foon fhall be. Since this is the 
cafe (and a mod glorious cafe it is), and iince by fucb 
multitudes it is either not confidered, or not known; 

O fortunati ninnumy bona fi fua norunt / Virg. 

would be no needlefs memorandum, or improper motto, 
for all mankind. 

But you ilill have your objeaion on the whole-, 

^ Will not raifing fo high, and dwelluig fo long on 

«* the 
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««tke Dignity of Man, oecafion pride?" No; on. the 
reverfe, a due fenfe of it will neceffitate hundlity. 
Pride fprings from a coilceit> wUch an individual has 
of his fuperiority over fome others of the fame ipecies; 
The Dignity I fpeak of is equally the Dignity of all 
men; and what levels* cannot exalt. Itvn^uiceffltMU 
humility; becaufe without thaty it cannot preferve 
itfelf ; our native Dignity will die in the refult. As for 
that Dignity which occafions your objedion, we have, I 
confefs> too much of it. We have in abundance what may 1 
be called lunar great men. Men in themfelvea opaque, 
who borrow beams from their circumilances, or £tnation ; 
which beams they Ihew, like the moon, by night : I mean» 
when ignorance prevails; then the darkened under* 
landings of their admirers give them leave to Ihine. 

The lunar grandees have generally many little fur- 
bounding fatellites, that help, by their adulations, to gild 
their opacity. But of fuch great men, who are forced 
to affime (as men mufl plunder, who would be gainers 
where nothing is due}, it muil be faid, that the greateft 
of them would be greater ftill, if they would only pleafe 
to be a little lefs. 

They only have /olaty or felf-bom, li^ht, who live up 
to the Dignity of their nature. The light is not only 
their own, and illuilrious; but inextinguifhable, and 
eternal. Thefe, as they are the greateft, are alio the 
mod humble, of mankind. For they well know, that 
our grandeur is to be looked for in the love of God, 
not in the merit of man. And therefore they fet it 
down as a maxim (and a maxim mod true, and ufeful it 
is), ** No man ever thought too highly of his nature, 
«* or too meanly of himfelf." 

Here would I ceafe. But how hard to get lopfe from 

this ever- teeming, all-important, and inexhauflible, 

2 theme ! 
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tbeme ? It fills with ferene joy the fapenor region of 
the foal; and denies entrance to the clouds and ftonns 
of worldly pertorhation, and care. Snch the height 
of its joy» that mnfic» and wine> leave the raifed hearts 
of our fons of delight> hrp fzr, below. And yet how i» 
this glorious fubjedl in moft ininds> by the love of the 
world, dofe comprefTed, and folded up» as an pak in an 
acorn, or a man in the womb ! To develc^e, and expand 
it, how great my defire ! In which of its thou(and fliining 
lights fhall I fet it, for our final contemplation of its 
mighty moment to man ? 

Man is the moft noble ftudy of man. Let him circle 

the globe, let him traverfe the ikies; and then, for 

ibimethtng more worthy his notice, and admiration, re-^ 

turn to himfelf. To himfelf he is a theatre immenfe i 

And was reputed fuch, when that theatre had much lefs 

to exhibit, than, at prefent, it can boaft ; and when it 

was but faintly illuminated with the glimmering beams 

of far more feeble lights. The ib-renowned Know tiy^ 

filfi was nothing but a precept enjoiiMng a clofe inQ>e&' 

tiott and furvey of this theatre; yet that precept, as to 

its Author, was held divine ; and as to its pradice, the 

! fupreme wifdom of man. That precept is now exalted 

: into an awful command from heaven ; and that theatre 

I is confecrated into a venerable temple; a temple of the 

^ Hply Spirit. 

h^ in ibme pieces of perfpe£live, by the prefilire of 
the eye, fo in this temple, by theprefiore, or perf^ver-* 
ance of thought, the magnificent proTped is opened,, 
and aggrandized, Hill more and more; and, opening dif- 
covers the full Dignity of Man. In what does that con* 
fill ? In the marvellous things the Almighty has done, 
aod defigned^ for him* And if fo» this furvey gives at 

once 
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once die greateft <virtja, and the greateft hltjtng^ of life. 
For who can fee thofe marvellous things without an ar- 
dent hvt of God, which is the fupreme virtue of man } 
And who can refied on fuch indulgence ^zSt, without an 
ulffiluu trifft in fucb a friend for the future ; which of 
man is the Supreme Blefiing? 

But this bldfing, and this virtue, this glory, and com- 
fort of life, is loft to thofe to whom this temple is fhut. 
And it is fhut to the carekfs and ignorant ; to the floth^ 
M, and unawakened, in the ttioft illuflrious theory of 
the Chriftian religion. If therefore fuch men, in what 
has been advanced, fhall find any thing like a key to 
this yet unopened temple; and fhall enter its facred, and 
furprifing receiTes, and read Uie wonders of Divine 
Love in it; that is, in themfelves, in their own condition, 
and profpefts ; if they fhall fee, and contemplate, die 
three Perfohs of the Godhead, before creation, affuming, 
and through time's whole length, exercifing, their fe- 
parate parts, and provinces of Philanthropy ; and fhall 
behold an innumerable flight of angels for ever on the 
wing to receive their commands, and fpeed away, on 
various difpatches, for the temporal, and eternal welfare 
of man— How fhould I rejoice ! For fuch a key would 
be next in value to the key of heaVcn. It opens the 
porch, the preliminary fcene to it. Therefore have I 
kept it on the anvil io long ; and yet how unfinifhed at 
laft ! May fbme mafler-hand accomplilh, and multitudes 
open the yet abfolutely unknown fcene of tjieir owa 
nature, and blefTed deiti nation, with it. 

And now, my friend, tell me, how mufl his love of 
glory fail ; how muft his ambition creep, who, after the 
ftrong infpiration of fuch a view as this^ niiferably con- 
iine^ it beneath the fun ? ConHder this view^ and fee 

ho«y 
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how high hmnan nature may ibar ; then look down on 
jthe Centaur, and fee (if thoucanfl bear the %ht). howr 
low the fons of heaven may fall ! Shall a being whofe 
inteiefts fpread fo wide as to take in both ends of the 
creation ; fhall a being deeply concerned in what was 
done in the days ofJdam, and more deeply ftill, in what 
ihall be done in the great day of confummation ; ihall 
fuch an expan£ve> and far-interefted^ being* with the 
moil fordid, and defpicable, felf-denial» and the moft in- 
conceivably criminal Poverty ff Spirit, impriibn his ^ed 
thought, and nail down his little heart to the n^urow 
fpan of this prefent life ! God forbid. If the^e is the 
leaft fenfe of Dignity, or fear of fhame ; the kaft fpark 
of Man, alive, let us conilder that we are n^t only the 
favourites, but the fons too, of heaven, and ot)ey, in this 
our voyage of human life, as ^neas in l^s fiom Trvy, 
the Dilian oracle, 

Anfiquam exquirite matrenu Vi R G. 

But our overwhelming fliame, and almoft incurable 
mifery, is, that we are fo carnalized by our luffls, that 
our heavenly • mother, in our eftecm, has no bleffing 
for us ; that zjpirituai Paradife, is no Paradife ; that it 
is a Paradife we wifh loft ; one from which we defirc 
to fall ; and to wallow, Epicuri de grege porci in our be- 
loved mire. And yet what is this fpot of earth which 
fo fwallows us up, and in its gulph of obfcenities ex- 
linguiflies our love of heaven ? Its enchantment is very 
ihort. V A few days, a few hoars, may make us as wife 
as Solomon. For reft alTurcd, earth's rankeft idolater, 
who now, perhaps, in our flourifliing fchool of infidelity^ 

♦ Gal. iv, 26. 

thinfai. 
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thinks a wifbr than Sobmon is here, will* at the elofe of 
life> in his aching heart, afk Sohmoti^s pardon* for no^be* 
lieving him before^ 

I believe that wife, and experienced prince, whofe 
wifdom and experience was defigned to fpare future ages 
their own fatal exjjerience in folly ; and, cloiing with his 
loft fentiment, the fum of his Divipe Philofophy, afHrm, 
that many a philofopher may juflly be reputed a fool; 
that as there is but one God, one Trial, one great Tri- 
bunal, one Salvation ; fo there is but one Wifdom ; that 
all which, devoid of that, aiTumes the name, is but folly 
of diiFerent colours, and degrees j gay, grave, wealthy, 
lettered, domeftic, political, civil, military, reclufe, oflen- 
tatious, humble, or triumphant; and is Jo called in the 
language of angels, in the fole -authentic, and unalter* 
able flyle of eternity. 

That awful word infpires ; and awakens ideas that 
ilept before ; it points to heaven ; and fhews me where 
I fail.— Though fludious to do it juflice, I have wronged 
my theme. , And wronged it much. Somewhat more 
is wanting to confummate, and crown, the Dignity of 
Man. What have I advanced ? " That man is near to 
*' the bleffed angels ?" Is he not more ?— Yes, moft 
adorable Jefus ! man is more ; much more. O whither 
doft Thou call me ? Whither doft Thou tranfport afto- 
nifh'ed human thought ? I fcarce dare look up to the 
fummit of fuch flupendous love. Leave I not cherubim 
and feraphim below ? Ye iirfl-born of light ! ye thrones ! 
dominions ! principalities ! and pow'rs ! What do I be- 
hold ? How awed, and how raptured ; with what pro- 
ilration of heart, what elevation of joy, from this remote 
region, this loweft vale of the creation, this land of 
darknefs, and fhadow of death, look I up through in- 
cumbent clouds of mifery and fin, and behold— ^a Mast 

Vol. III. Y in 
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in hearen I In the higheft heaven ! In anion with thtf 
Moft High ! In nmmi vn^your moft adored^ and efeenuJ 
King ! And fo throned in aatfaority, to yetf ib rnperior 
in power>as to make ceafelefs intereeffion for the reft of 
mankind ; not for tbo/e whofe fall left ieats emptor ixt 
heaven: Oh aid me with your language^ widi worda 
more than human to praife Him ! that Advocate an« 
wearied for his rdations (proud language t) for his 
earth-born reladons, and friends^ below* 

Is not this a^n^ too much fot humun modefty to men« 
tion ? For human frailty to credit ? For human corrupt 
tion to admit ?— But is it not alfo /ar too much fot 
human gratitude to leave unproclaimed, unreibunded, 
unadored ? Igo t$Mj F other ^ and your Fathir, to my God, 
mnd your God. What heart-fubduing, thought-over- 
whelming* man-exalting^ words are diefe? What an 
amazing* I had almoft faid k*veUing^ condefcenfion of 
the Deity I What an amazing, I had almoft (aid what a 
deifying, fublimadon of man I 

O blefled revelation ! that opens fuch wonders. O 
dreadful reveladon! if it opens them in vun. And 
are there thofe with whom tliey go for nought? Strange 
men 1 in poileffionof a blefling, the bare hopes of which 
fupported the ipirits of the wife, for four thoufand year^, 
nnder all the calamides of life, and terrors of death ; 
and know they not that it is in their hands ? Or know- 
ing, caft it away as of no value? A blelSng, the very 
ihaidow of which made the body of the Patriarcha]> and 
|ewilh religion f A blefling, after which the whole earth 
panted, as the hart for the water-brooks ! A bleffing on 
which the heavenly hoft were fent to congratulate xnan- 
kiad ; and fing the glad tidings bto their tranfported 
hearts ! A blefling^ which was more than an eijuivalent 

for 
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Jbr P^^radife loft I And is dus bleifing dedui^d, reJeadU 
Mcplodedf defpifed, ridicttled ? O nnhappf men l^-^Tfas 
frailty of ikkan is almoft as incomprehen£Ue as the tners* 
ciuof God« 

Who then can inculctiate too ntoch tin Digtdty bf 
Maaf For what tfqitally to a due ftuft of it ^^ bifpifi 
ft ooftt^mpt of the worlds a fbttdnefs fot which oec&fiofii 
lh« t&adnefs 1 deplore t Indeed a due iMk of it, eti-^ 
denttyf includes the Whck of our doif* It iiifpir^s Mgh 
Veneration! ^ttd great gratitude^ to Gdd, whd gave it^ 
it infpiras a reterence for ourfelves, winch is of utmoft 
ttiotnent to oar charadler aikd paace ; and it infpires A 
proper regard for all mankind^ as equal fharets in itt 
Which regard Would prevent infinite mifdhief ; and ba^ 
ttiih half the liiiferies of life« . 

This, its univerfal ofe, its nature to pregnant of good 
tffeasi d6temined ine to the choice of this too much 
iiegleded fabjeft And perhaps, I have now ftt it ill 
the ftrongeft light. But if not; its importance is fuch 
that it fiiOuld be fet in ali lights, and fioin every point 
that imagination can fuggeft, and reafofi authorize, 
firike. If poffible, the degenerate, deeply-^fdnk, and ever* 
groveling, human heart* He that looks not on man ih 
the light above, or fome light fimilar, and equivalent 
knows not Mmfelf ; is a perfedl ftranger at home ; his 
hestrt wanders an exile from his defined felicity ; he de- 
prives himfelf of the powerful impulfe winch he fo mnek 
wants, and which nature denies, and which tetelatioh 
designed him, for his more vigorous advance ill virtue 
here: and his more fubHme afcent in glory hereafter : 
Which two are tibe whole of his happinefsj aB the 
reft is eictriniie, precarious, tran&nt, and, iiievititbly, 
m<jirtal. 

And Who wUl.dare fay, that he who declines, at falls 
y 2 from 
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from the noble» and elevating objed of contempkdoi* 
above-mendoned, and the glorious hopes it infpiiesy 
into the barren field of anmfeinent* and trifle ; or into 
the beHial abyfs of a few years debauch, for his portion; 
who will dare affinn, that fach a wretch diflers not as 
much in reafon* and happinefs, from the true Chriftiav; 
as a fiuu^ufed diSm, in fbrm« from a man? It is not 
form> but manners, which make humanity. The mould 
in which we are call, only fays what we Jbou/^ he ; no* 
thing but our condud tells us what w are. What 
wretches are they who contradid their figure ; and ac- 
cufe nature of having fet a wrong (lamp on their lying 
clay ? The moil deipicable and deplorable being under 
heaven is a Pagan in a Chtiilian land. He is like a 
rank growth of poifon in Paradife.. He confines that 
thought which fliouid fet out at the creation, and travel 
down with wonder and adoration, at every ftep, through 
the countleis mercies and miracles of God for man, into 
nature's final difiblution; and thence launch for a never- 
endbg voyage in a blefied £ternity,<->to the nothing of 
threefcore years; and the wretched means of annihi« 
lating that nothing, of contradling that fpan ; liift ex- 
hau^, luxury overwhelms, and, by heaping on fuel^ 
quite puts out the fire. 

Where is that Dignity which reafon exads, and which 
revelation exalts, in man I In what 1 have faid on that 
fttbjed, I have, I think, done more to our purpofe, than 
he who meafures the heavens, and numbers the liars. T 
have taken (as I conceive) the true meafure of Man. 
That extenfive meafure rifing above the Ikies, which the 
Centaur dwarfs down to tlie fcanty fpan of the brute 
creation, to the beftia triumphanti ; and making (might 
I fo fpeak) a dunghill of our condition, with the cock 
in the fable, for a grain of fenfuality, fpurns the jewel 
2 away; 
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«waf ; tlie powers angelic, tlie radiant beams of the 
4livinity, in the r£id Man. 

But while I contemplate his grandeur (fb mixt our na- 
ture, (b great,, and little, is Man), I feel his weaknefs : 
In mind, and body, I feel his infirmities.— -Pain, this 
infiant, flops my pen— -Stops it ihort of what I had pro- 
pofed to fay.— It bids me take, while I may, my leave 
of him I love. — I take a fqlemn, becaufe, perhaps, a final, 
leave. It is, at leaft, poflible, we may meet no more. 
No more in this foreign land ; in this gloomy apartment 
of the boundlefs univerfe of God. 

O Thou ! the lafl, and ftrongefl hold that earth has 
on me ! my friend in Jefas Chrifl ! my rival in immortal 
hope! an(i my companion (Itruil) for eternity ! come 
to my bofom : Though fo far remote, I take thee to my 
heart. Souls fofier no feparatiotii from obii:ru6tion of 
matter, or diftance of place ; oceans may roll between 
Its, and climates interpofe, in vain. The whole mate- 
rial creation is no bar to the winged mind. Farewel.-^ 
Through boundlefs ages, fare thou well. The Dignity 
of Man, and bleffing of heaven,' be with thee ! The 
broad hand of the Almighty cover thee ; May'fl thou 
ibine, when the fun is quenched i May'ft thou live, and 
triumph, when time expires ! 

This cordial duty done, this human debt difcharged, 
my mind is eafed, my fpirits n$vive ; my pain is lefs. 
And when this endlefs letter is ended, I (hall drop thee 
for the pre/ent ; and this idle pen, and an idler world 
(that other feather in the fcal^ of eternity) ^w- ever* He 
that drops the world, before that drops him, he only 
knows its real value ; and the value of his own ibul. 
And whatever the gaiety of the world pretends tp, he 
pttly can have, a folid, permanent, and uninterrupted joy 
pf hearty vi\^ builds. it on the rock; on hope of the 
V 3 Pivine 
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DiTine Mercy. Give a man tke world, and pve Unna 
more ; and his happinefs is at an end : The hnmaii heart 
sviJl necefiarily feel a fbturity, throogh all the fu^r- 
abundanoe earth can heap on it: Nothing can po^y 
pve it a peace independent of an hereafter: That point 
ef view in his creation* that pnrchafe of blood in his re« 
demption, and yet in human condnd, that ever-negkdecl 

Ak the laft ill of mortality; a(k ploafure's or ambi- 
tion's trinniiph f|ore triumphant, what is hnmaa life? 
Knowledge of the world recommends reoeft; knowladgt 
of life reconciles to the grave. Few fofficiently eonfider 
how great mercy U implied in the grant of de^th. With 
a heart quite difei\gaged» its oable cut» imp^oriag a 
fnoeth pafiage* and geiute galei. bound fbr that port 
ndience none fetumt* I wait the Buighty Mastbk^ 
call: That call irrefiSible, which every moment 
fluMild expe£i ; which every §o(A forgets ; every' knave 
dreads | every wife m^ welcomes } and every monardi 
ob^s. 

And yet, my friend, feme of our few eosevals dde 
not altogether wi^ this way of thinking; but rather 
feem to judge, that (bme Bttle degree of'predpitation 
may be laid to its charge. As ^e dial knows not the 
hour it points out ; fo they, by thw infirmities and de- 
cays, difcover their time of day to aU, but thm^felves, 
Their de£res grow ftronger as enjoyments grew more 
coy. It is fomewhat to be feared, tluit their hearts gra- 
vitate, almoft as much as their fcarce-aninnited eky; 
and take but few, and feeMe flights above the level ^ 
the woM ; though veiy excellent things are fpoken of 
l^e. Thou wekome Haven of Etefnal Reft I Then de- 
lightful Region of inextingviihable Love 1 Then gmt 
Qoal of Perfeaion ) Thou bright ]^ejfi(&n of Gloif ) 
^- Tho4 
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Tlioa boondlefs Ocean of umrepenting Pka/ure! Thou 
City of God! 

And is man invited to this fuUneis of fruition ? And 
is man importunzd to partake the glories of the Almighty ? 
—He that weighs not well this tranfcendcnt height of 
Love Divine, is far from being able to comprehend the 
terrible depth of human guilt. And what guilt fo deep 
as that of a ^^///s;^^ infidel? A rank heathen rifing out 
of the facred font, is nafinh greateft ihock, the deepeft 
wound of re&itude, the blackeft brand of earth, the figh 
of angels, a fecond fpear in the fide of the moil Blefled 
Jefus, and the fupreme triumph of the foe to God> and 
Man* 

Moil gracious God! in hafpinefs znA, dignity, how 
widely diftant is man from man ? In both, what an im- 
snenfe fuperiority has the pious believer ? Scarce feems 
of the fame fpecies the believing, and apoflate, world. 
To the frfif how juftly may we cry out, O ye happy 
fons of i}xei^tn Adam ! where is the damage you re- 
ceived from your father's fall ? Where are the once la- 
menting miferies of life; where are the once unfur- 
mountable terrors of death, fled? I difcem the Dignity 
of man, when his carcafe is in the dull. I congratulate 
his happinefs while the worm is feafUng on him. Re- 
joice, O ye dead ! exult and iing, ye dark inhabitants 
of the grave ! For do I not behold, even in the grave, 
the comfort of heaven; when, with an eye of Chriftian 
faith, in heaven I behold a Man ? The Man Chrifl 
Jefus ? And with tranfport, and adoration let me refound 
the lofty language of the prophet,—^ man the fdWv) of 
fb$ Almighty *. 

p Zachar. c. xiii. 7. 

¥4 The 
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AND now, my friend! let qs now confidfer how dc'* 
plorably wretched is th^t man amongH us, who is deaf 
to Juch a voice, and blind xofucb a iight ! And how cri- 
minally wretched is he, if he voluntarily declines them I 
If he voluntarily reCals the fufpended curfe ; obftinately 
prefents difarmed death with his mprtal fting again; 
^d pours out, in his diilradion, all the phiajs of its ori- 
ginal bittemefs on the days, howdifmal and unredeemed, 
pf an apofUte human life ? What a formidable revelation 
does fuch a man befpeak in lieu of that which bronght 
pardon and pes^ce ? What a revelation of no glad tidings 
awaits him, when his now-involving cloud breaks, and 
truth thunders on the dreadfully illumined foul, at the 
no-diflant hour pf death ? 

It is, indeed, in mail's option, whi^h of thefe revela* 
tions he will admit (one he mufl) ; but it is not in man's 
wifdom to make the leaA apology for a wrong option 
in fp plain and important a point. A point how plain ? 
I fliall here juft touch on a iingle proof of the truth of 
Chriifianity, which* renders any further prpof^ among 
proofs innumerable^ unneccflary with me, to create and 
fupport our Chriftian faith. 

Every thing in tl^e natural world is a proof of a God ; 
and ^pft every tUng in Uie moral world is a proof of 
a revelation. As^ in the material univerfe, all exa6lly 
correfpond^ >vith dxe previous ideas of it in the Divine 
Mind ; and in a fubftantial copy renders legible to man 
its invifiblc patter^i, in the thought of ^e Almighty; 
fo a complete hiftory of mankind (if fuch could be had) 
.fvonid be little more tjiai^thc fame Almighty's frofbeti^ 
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%ord in Scripture^ mftterialized into fa^. The prophets 
are more accurate and authentic hiHorians of the future 
than the moft happy genius, uninipired, can poffibly be 
of the pafi. And want we mracles for our convidlion ? 
The feries of ^Scripture prophecies accompiiihed, is the 
mod ftriking of miracles : It is a mirade not expirin|^ 
in a traniient z&. I but of great longaevity, perilling inr 
a perpetual increafing weight and validity, through the 
protraAed courfe of many thoufand years. It is a lir- ^ 
ing> growing, permanent, paramount, misacle, lighted 
up as a lamp of illumination for all ages ; that all able 
to fee, might be quite unable to difbelieve ; quite un^ 
able to retain reafon, and, at the fame time, renounce 
belief. For if the Scripture prophecies are fulfilled^ the 
Scripture is the word of God ; and if the Scripture u 
the word of God, Chriftianity cannot be &lfe. Shall 
we rejed it as falfe, when, in the firejfeut fate of almoU 
all nations, we are furrounded, and condemned, by a 
full ocular demonft ration of its being true ! Let us dif- 
pute our own exigence, if we would continue of a piece < 
with this. 

Where is our natural* curiofity ? And that, in pointa 
which concern us moft? Would we know what we are^ 
or what we may, or mt^ be to all eternity ? Nothing 
but revelation can tell us either* So that if we aded on 
no higher motive than mere inftind, revelation would 
be precious in our %ht. But vice extinguiihes not our 
reafon only, but our iniUixdl too, when it would do us 
any good^ Either the ftrongefi: iniHn6l of curiofity is 
extingttifhed by it, or there is an aHoniihing, and per* 
iiicious felf-denial in iniidels, if their moil natural curi* 
ofity is ftill alive. Revelation was written for our in* 
Arudion ; and are we too wife to be intruded by God 
famkUi Throw we by unread, and as of no confe* 

quence. 
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qatuott an mfoded letter ieat lo ut from tfa» AI- 
JDtgbty? 

In our infidels it is no kfs dum defiance of GonuaoQ 
fettf^ no lefs than hardened impudence^ to the rational 
nature of man* to pretend, that, on doe inquiry, they 
want {HTOof of the truth of the GofpeU Its proof is not 
caly greats but amasing; it is not only fufficient to 
convince but afioniih: Such its accumulated, over* 
whelming, evidence^ fo truly mttrvtUous its iigjk, that 
if rejeAed, it lays us nnder a neceffity of rejeding rea« 
ftn, and revelation, together. And is not najon ohiyed, 
the fole dignity, glory, grandeur, of gods, and men I 
Nodiing can fo much degrade as the violation of reafimi 
and no violation of reafon is equal to a wrong option in 
this point fupreme. Too faint is the fbongeft colour* 
ing of an the fevcre iables of antiquity, to reach an ab« 
fnrdity fo abfurd* 

That of Cira's Sty, and Chiron's Stu4> falU fbort of 
the mark. For reafon, in thofe days, had not fuch 
' powerful motives to c(Hnbat, or fuch glaring lights to 
refill. And guilt blackens, in proportion to the 
firength of the lights refined, and the motives over- 
come. 

Since.then (as has been proved) if reafon makes a 
man, by ceafing to be Chriftians, they ceafe to be men; 
by what term fhall we call thofe, whom no term can 
defiune ? Let, therefore,, your offended £^r pardon ny 
farMc'y and let no honefl nan* for th^ lttmre> ib far 
offend propriety, and profime our laxiguage, as to join 
in one abfurd word fuch repugnant ideas^ as thofe of 
the Cenuur and the man$ ffxrr the idea of a beings 
horridly rejoicing in the miierable, and miftakeiw 
thought, that this ihort life, fhortened by vice and va^ 
fluty, is his All; and that» like the ihoff of a candle, 

i^ 
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h ftall go oat for ever: rejoicing to think, that after 
all his l>uftle and ambition, he {hall onl^ by his pttttid 
earcafe^ add ranknefs to a clod of earth, and defile the 
dirt: The other idea is that of a bemg big with hum- 
Ue, bat triumphant, hope, of exalting with his tmmortei 
fiitity joy celeftial ; of adding melody to feraphic chdu9» 
in ceafelefs Hallelajahs to their Eternal Sang. ** Sing 
^ praifes, fing praifes to our God; fing praifes, fing 
* praifes to our King. Praife him, all ye angels! 
^ praifr him, all his hoil ! praife him, fun and moon I 
«» praife him> al! ye ftars, and li^t !** For a fairer lights 
% noUer fhu*, a more lUuftrions fun Is rifen : the fun of 
righteottfnefs with healing in his^ vsdngs ; 4tnd all the ^a^ 
ries of unbounded creation are outihohe by the fmaOeft 
beam of the gofpel; by the fainteft hope of wrath ap* 
peafed, and eternal file. 

Yet this is l^t light, which fome, in their fuperior 
wifdom, wodd extiaguifh as fuperfluous to man, and fet 
up tiie dim taper of their reafon in its Head : 

O ihw nu^rfi guide* philofopher, and friend t 
Saya fQr thou know'ft, what; is it to be wife ? 

Ess. ON Man* 

Witk equal ^m/Om, thou nughtcft imagine the fun fit* 
perftuoits, and ufmeceflary to the material wcurld; and 
call OA ch^os §lx primseval darknefs, as the great bleCr 
ing of mankind. Say, for, ncfw indeed, thou knowe^ 
is not luei^ in the Hft of fuch bcndkacars aa thefe? 

Thoagh in tbit his lonUkkip is qeiie as good a friend 
la mankind, as heiaa philoft^her in his matmditf of 
iho foul; yet I wiU venture advancing towards thajD 
predooa doarine* fo &r» aa to cal^ without icn^ic* 
ftch foit of imaginations the iifwgbt* rf ike h4jff &f 
fym tka hQd/$ pt^dfiiaioawe lKey» lusceiiarily, rife? 

And 
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And that neceffity proves the neceffity of religion^ wUcfa 
tliey refift : fo that fach men (which, perhaps, ihejr sure 
not aware of), while, as much as they can, they condemn 
Teligion, they commend it top ; they as loudly call for 
it, as the difeafe for the cure. For religion is nothings 
but an expedient for fupporting, againfl the body's 
aflaults and encroachments, the (acred interefU of the 
ibul. 

At yoar reqnefl. Sir, in the wide-ipread rpins of 
<)ttr faith and 'virtue, I have taken a flight view of « 
more melancholy fcene, than could be preiented by^ 
famine, p<^ftilence, or the fword : but^ by God's grace, 
we fhall repent ; and not fuffer our greateft glory ta 
become our greateft dread; not fuffer our prime and 
imfpeakahle ble^g, immortality^ to render exigence 
die moll infupportable curfe. What a terrible inver* 
fion is this of the high favours of heaven I This muf! 
be the cafe, when man is all fenfi : For to fenfe no- 
thing exiils but xht fre/ent. Our prefent is fo-dear, 
that our .future is undone. Strange condu&I when 
our ftep out of life is fo ihort, and fo fure, fudden^ and 
innumerable our accidents in it, that almoft every mo- 
ment afTures us, that unlefs in time we lay hold on 
our htvifihkf and, to reafon ^one, exifting God, we 
(hall foon £dl from all we hdd fo dear; and that theot 
not only all our happinefs, but all ovr hopcu id at aa 
end. 

What is there, O my countrymen ! O my friend I 
O my poor, endangered, immortal foul ! what is there, 
from Mam to this hoar, but fuUy confirms what X fay } 
The world aUures us ; the world condemns us ; he who 
takes that kind advice, which thro' his own experiencei 
the world conveys, will defpife all its charms. As igno* 
ranee teems with iivfideUty, fo Ipiowledge is a faft fiaead 

of 
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€f faith. If we would but know, what we cannot but 
know ; if we would but believe our fenfes in what paf- 
fcs, and our common records in what has' paffed ; it 
would not only reconcile us to> but, alinoft, fupply the 
place ot our Creed; (6 very natural a growth is the 
ChrifHan of the man. 

As natural a growth of an infidel is a bead : a beafi 
by God uncreated; by Mam unnamed. That defed 
Mam^s meaneft fan has fupplied, by writing CEN- 
TAUR in the horrid gap, which the bold infidel has 
made, by the defperate erafiire of his chriftiah name. 

Is this thought too opprobrious, and a term of re- 
proach? — I will make fome amends by a (hort hint of 
advice, which may fave from reproach the whole length 
of their lives. ** Let not the brute any longer run away 
** with the man, left fomething more dreadful ihould 
*• run away with the brute." 

If this advice is refufed, as Ahxander faid of the Per^ 
fian elFeminate army, there are many enemies. But few foU 
diers ; fo fay I, of this Faphtan ifle, there are a multitude 
•f people, hut a Jmall remnant of men! And of all brutes 
the moft brutal is the volunteer in brutality ; the brute 
felf-made ; the brute not from the decree, but abufe, of 
nature; the ftrange brute-affrighting brute, with the 
ftature, veftnre, voice, and face of man; the brute n^fte^ 
rious, irrationally rational, and (with horror let me 
ipeak it), deplorably immortal. 

Does the Centaur ftill found too harlh in their ears ? I 
will fo far indulge them, as to change it fotjlavei and 
inftead of making free with their hides, only rattle their 
chains. For chains they wear, galling, infamous chains ! 
Till ftubbom and wild will is broken by grace, and rea- 
fon, no man is free ; but madly prefers the heavy bur- 
dens 
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dcAsoTliif lu&, and the fcovrges of confidenccj to tk« 
glorioiM liberty of the font of God* 

And is it poffible that/rx/r ihoold be the growth of 
flftvery? They are proud of bondage, triiiiQ|»h ia 
Ukhmy, and imagine that in their high ffighu of fbUy^ 
and riot nnreftrained, there is fomething great. No 
nan is great; tUl he fees that every thing in this 
world is little. And of all that is little* that tlugf are 
the leafL Would they know what is grcatnefs f Great 
is he» and he alone, who makes the whole creation^ 
and its amazing caofe, the drcMmfirence, and his own 
true intereft the ceMtu,o£hu thoughu. Who has ftrengtfa 
and feadineis, to weigh in perpetual and equal balance 
right and wrong, body and foul, time and eternity, 
nature and God; and fo weighing, to difdain any 
vsfy anxious thought, for le(s than the greateft good 
his limited nature admits, and his all-powerful God 
has proadkd to befiow. That God, wboje are the fil' 
hart of the earth, and who bat fit the luarU i^en tbem. 
Who in hit wrath thtmdert oat of heaven, and hie adver* 
iariet are broken to piecet. 

In this, Sir, in giving our fupr^ne good, oar fupreme 
effort and concern, in fpight of all temptation, lies 
the greatnefs of man. Well may it lie in a prudence, 
fiuh a prudence, as angels cannot exceed. If this is 
wanting, vain are all other pretenfions to greatnefs, 
whether of king, hero, or philoibpher. And a Coffarf 
a Marlborough, a Newton, & Belingbroie, a fiddler, 
tumbler, and fcaramouch, may be thrown together into 
cne promifcuotts heap of equal impotence for attaining 
true greatnefs. The performance, indeed, of each of 
thefe candidates for glory, the multitude may admire; 
but xkA p0rformer, at the fame time, will be condemned 
by the wife, as little-minded and mean; nay, as a very 

fool 
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yW in die language of Scriptare; that is, in the |fl«lg« 
ment of God. 

Yoa fee, therefore, to what dttes of renomi oar fim 
Mr», on the ftri^eft enquiry, may put in a juft prete^e: 
fwU JUtvef ce/ttaur /-^Tht lall is the neweft, and 
(which would be well for them) may be the lead «&• 
derilood ; but let them ehufe which they pleafe. Were 
it referred to me, their antichrifUan glory ^oold be 
quke aggrandized, and fhine, like his hoUne/st tri^e« 
crowned mth all three. 

To that tremendous power, which uli^ne is trulj greai^ 
and good ; in whofe favour is all light, life, hope, peac^ 
joy, and falvation ; be thanks, praife, and dominion over 
the rtheU fo^U fiavi^ and centaur ^ in our hearts. And 
may our hearts, thus exercifed« have a lively fuUng of 
the God inviiible ; and, panting for the rivers of iru$ 
pkafurt at his right hand, abhor the life in *vogu€^ and 
in /aiti unfhaken, and 'virtui unfeigned, be confirmed 
• for evermore : nor longer (to the reproach eternal of the 
prefent age) let our fins, as well as our fituatioiiy pio« 
claim us to be 

m T fito dhnjbs whe Britannos* Viae* 

But to damp my rifing hope^ I know not if mnotber diC* 
tinftion of Britoiu from the greateft part of mankind* 
may not have been the glorious indeed^ but fatal caofe 
of this moft ignominious effed. It is the great glory of 
God to draw good oat of eviL To draw evil out of 
good is the great infamy of man« 

I iiifpe^ that an infelent pride in Bfitifi liberty, in 
fime meafiire, infpires Britifi licence .of thoughti and 
txtravagaBce of opinion; vidiich as extravagant ^ prac- 
tice lor ever fellows : if fo, vice, and infidelity^ are as 
iQttdi eu^ fmmd diftempers^ as the fcurvy, or the 

fpleen« 
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fpleen*. Though diTcretion mach befriends happiDefo 
happineis is no friend to difcredon. Great Ueffings in- 
toxictte. Liberty, fought with bleffings as it is, when 
nnohufedt has, perhaps, been abuied to our deftm^on* 
And as Britijh malt, fuUimated into the moft pernicious 
liquor (now fo much in nfe) fo Britijb liberty, carried 
into licentioufoefs, has poifoned and brutaHfed the Bri-- 
tip ftate. By too much exalting our fpirits, it corrupts 
our manners ; and that glory of our conflitution is the 
difgrace of our lives. Purely, to prove themfelves fr$i' 
mittt fome turn infidels : Hanging themfelves would be 
as good, and, to the public, a lefs pemidous, proof. 
Such men ihould perform a long quarantine ere admit- 
ted to the embrace even of a brother* Heaven preferve 
thee, my friend, from the freedom, and wifdom, and 
happinefs, now in vogue. He is moft free who is bound 
by the laws; he is mod wife who owns himfelf weak; 
he is moft happy who abridges his pkafures ; and he is 
moil magnanimous, O ye bold, intrepid, heaven^defying, 
Britons ! who fears his God. .. 

He, indeed, is the mod magnanimous, for by that 
iear he is fortified agsunft all other. . And he is ^K far 
the mod happy I for the Divine Favour, the light of 
God's countenance is theySoi of the human foul, whoux 
all its vegetation of real felicity ; and though the world, 
(which from him receives all its feeble rays) may 
greatly fhine in our eyes, yet, as wifely may we exped 
vigorous and vivifybg he^t from the tMon^ as any filid 
(atisfaftion from it. . 

fiut jttfl: one word to the bufy, ambitious, learned, and 
gay. Vice and virtue excepted, no man on earth can 
fay, what is good or ill, in as great a tumult and uproar 
as your paffions are, O ye bufy ! and ambitious / about 
every thing elfi r And to love, and labour at, what God 

commands. 
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Commands, and to deiire and hope, wliatlie promifes, 
i$ the £iigle great leflbn, O ye karntd! and the iingle 
true pleafore, O ye gay I of human life. 

And» now,, my fnend> farewell. I muft trufl myfelf 
no longer with the pen; for while I think there is a 
po£Blbility> that> touched by fome happy ilroke, but one 
fellow mortal may be raifed from a periihing man of the 
iarth, to a blefied immortalji my bufy mind perpetually 
fnggefls new hints, and my heart knows not how to re-' 
frain from pnrfuing them. The volume grows upon 
my hands, till its very bulk would defeat its end. New 
rays of thought dart in upon me, which, like crofs lights, 
confound and perplex each -other. Something of this 
you may have perceived already. Even Centaurs havi 
heen hunian, and I feel , the flrong tie of humanity, when 
going to bid theia a laft, an everlafting farewell. Like 
one about to leave unhappy friends in the midfl of a 
deflru£tion, which yet, b/ t'mely care, they mig^t efcape» 
flil), at the moment of departure, fome new caution oc- 
curs to me, fome new esfiiortation, fomething nnfaid, or 
not fo well faid, as it might have been. ' But now, the 
adieu muft be finaL With only this additional, and (till 
more urgent, and to them furprifing, motive for refer* 
mation, (vise.) My affuring them, that what I have hi- 
therto, through tendernefs, allowed to pafs for fable, is 
«£tual fadt. That the Centaur . is indeed not fabulous* 
That a man without religion is really a beaft; and fuch 
is he pronounced in Scripture, where it is faid that * H0 
alfo isjle/h; that is, a brute! And, (what fhould ftrikc 
them not a little) this is aligned as the reafon for fweep- 
ing away our degenerate race by the flood. A brute« 
in truth, he is, with this only difference^ that his fnpe- 

• Gen. vi. 
Vol. Ill, r. .. Z nor 
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nor anderftanding gives him more venom than the mott 
envenomed of ferpents; and enables him to do more fa- 
tal mifchief to Idmfelf* and others^ than without the 
corfe of reafim^of abttfed reaibn, could poflibly be done. 
So far therefore is it from fatire> that kind admomtion 
is all which the word Centaur implies. And as in fbme 
Words there was once imagined to refide a magic power 
over difmoHs themfelves^ that opinion might iBll prevsul, 
if the deiign of thefe letters, to the wilh of all honeft 
men, could fucceed» and the foul nature of the Centaur 
be cad out by the name. If this ihould be the fortunate 
event, thefe pages would live in the lives of thofe they 
ihall reclaim. And if fb, O BoUngbrokii and you, his 
applauding idolizers ! what to this is that vain immor* 
tality which the meaneft writers wifh, and which the no* 
bleft can fcarce attain ? Pniife is an error, where Pardon 
is indulgence ; and pardon b indulgence to the bright- 
eft parts mifapplied. They rather provoke, than 
pleafe, the worthy mind, by laying it under the dif- 
agreeable neceffity, and clalhing difpoiitions, of admir- 
ing the writer, and diiapproving the man. Whidi* 
in fome (brt, is like admiring Nero for his fiddle, whei^ 
through his own frenzy, his glorious capital was in 
Hames. 

I am, my dear friend, 

Nov, 29, 17544 Tfuij Tours. 
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I Received your obje^ions, and thank yon for then, 
I believe every jadicions reader will make the. fame. All 
I can fay, for mitigation of their cenfure> is, that they 
who take on them to read le^ores in this laughing age, 
if they wifh an audience but moderately large, mufi: have 
weight enough to make impreflion on the ferious ; and 
levity enough to catch thofe wanton ears, which, unlefs 
tickled by that feather, would continue ihut as dofe, as 
their filly hearts are to virtue, though an angel fhould 
take the chair. 

I know you are fo kindly concerned for your friend's 
reputadon, that the mixture of levity with folemnity, in 
thefe letters, makes you apprehenfive of its expofing the 
writer to cenfure or ridicule. Yet, how is it poffiblc to 
write on fo dreadfully mixed a fubjefl, as the ways of 
men, without- being agitated by the mod contradictory 
emotions? His follies {o fantaftically wrong, fo ludi- 
croufly abfurd : His capacities for virtue and hapjSinefs, 
ia noble : His vices fo (hocking : Their confequence fb 
deploraUe !— So eamefUy deiirous I am of waking him 
from that dream, in which he nods upon the brink of 
eternal ruin, that if nothing can do it but my own dif- 
gtace, my own huffhtmtry (as perhaps he wMl think it), I 
rejoice to fall fo low. If he will but laugh <with me, at 
himfelfy he is freely welcome to laugh at me, as much as 
he fees caufe. It is not his applaufe, but his welfare^ 
chat is fought. Amendment is the point in view. That 
point unpropofed, (and could the * Vifcount propofe 

* Lord Bglingbroke. 

it?) 



340 POSTSCRIPT. 

it?) all cenfure b mere malice* and mere impertineiictf 
is all harangue ; and entitles a Tul/j, a Bolingifreke, and 
a parrot, to-juft the fame portion of our efleem* and ap- 
plaafe. Would you, my friend, judge aright of men ? 
Mk not nubat they have done, but *why\ or their dia- 
raders will be ftill in the dark^— -*But I fear I am fetting 
your judgment of men too right for my own intereft; I 
^uft leave it under the power of ibme partiality, for the 
^e of your humble fervant. 

Pardon one word more. * Ctntaw is of Gnei extrac- 
tion, and figni£es ftimulaxion. May it here prove (as 
intended) a fpor to virtue i and, moil, in myfelf. Stand* 
|ng in awe of my own pen, may I take the counfel I 
give ! Thus only can I bey^r^ of doing any good; thul 
<Mily can I boldly fay, without the reader's leave, that I 
]iave not writ in vain. Is not this a new expedient for 
writbg to fome little porpoie ; and an expedient of no 
ihiall fervice to the public^ iff all our writers would ufir 
the iame? Their numbers, then, would be lefs a wok-* 
iaoces and half the nation (blefied change!) would aim 
at virtue, as well as fame. This, too, might be ibme 
fort of apology for thofe heroes <A the pen^ who, daunt- 
lefs at their own danger, with the fpirit of a Curthu, for 
the fake of their dear country, leap headlong into thft 
prefi, (too hafty patriots !) and periih there. 

Fincit am9r fatriat laudumqui immen/a cupido. Viao. 
• From Kfslfiv, (Uxnolare. 
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